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Purpose of Transvestia 


The customs and attitudes of our society while recog- 
nizing and allowing great freedom tothe female in the expression 
of the masculine side of her personality are largely blind to and 
repressive toward the male who discovers the feminine aspect of 
of his total self. Feminine expression in the male does not imply 
sexual deviation. This magazine is dedicated to the needs of the 
sexually normal individual who has discovered the existance of 
his or her ‘‘other side’’ and seeks to express it. 


TRANSVESTIA, therefore is published by, for, and about 
transvestites to provide them with: 


ENTERT AINMENT--EDUCATION--EXPRESSION 


By means of fictior, articles of opinion, true experiences, etc. 
It’s purpose is to help it’s readers to promote: 


UNDERSTANDING--ACCEPTANCE--PEACE OF MIND 


It’s policy is to limit its scope of coverage and interest to the 
field of the hetrosexual transvestite. Without condemnation or 
judgement of any kind the fields of homosexuality, bondage, pun- 
ishment, fetishism and domination are left to others to develop. 


TRANSVESTIA has, and will continue to serve as a 
means of gathering information in its chosen field and to aid, by 
any means available, the dissemination of knowledge of the field 
to further the understanding ofit by psychiatrists, psychologists, 
sociologists, lawyers, jurists and police officials. 


Loneliness, fear and self condemnation have too long 
been the lot of the transvestite. It is hoped that TRANSVESTIA 
can, through knowledge and sharing with others, bring self ac- 
ceptance and happiness. 


‘‘When you make the two one... and when you make the MALE 
AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE .. . then shall you 
enter the kingdom’’ A ‘‘saying of Jesus’’ from the ‘‘Gospel 
According to Thomas’’. 
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by Crystal (5-S-2) FPE 


So many of we girls' lives 
are filled with fear, doubt as 
to our very sanity, and the 
hardest to bear, loneliness. 

My early life was no esception. 
I was the first child of a Mid- 
west, middle-class couple and 
from my first recollections, 
had to make my own amusements. 
I can't pinpoint the real first 
occasion when I felt the urge 
to dress, but it has been a 
part of me for at least twenty- 
one years. 


I am now 29, single and 
not really looking, wear a 14 
long dress and size ten shoes. 
I am five feet eleven inches 
tall and have an extensive ward- 
robe. I like all types of at- 
tire and shees and wear them 
whenever I can. 


In my early childhood, I 
quickly learned to use my im- 
agination and threugh books, 


spent many houfs living the more 
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exciting lives of their heros and heroines. I be- 
came very introverted and withdrawn and preferred 

to amuse myself when given the choice. This tend- 
ency may have contributed to my early love of the 
feminine and what is identified with the women's 
world. IL learned and enjoyed cooking, cleaning, 

and sewing, and when company came to visit I natur- 
ally gravitated to the women's conversational group. 


As time went on I became interested in writing 
and took a general college preparatory course in 
high school. I made a few friends who, like myself, 
were considered "oddballs" by the others who went 
out for sports and so on. I dated a few girls but 
tended to become serious too swiftly and placed them 
upon pedastals and thus made the relationships go 
sour, 


I had a part time job as an usher in a theater 
and this plus school kept me too busy to dress much, 
This soon changed when my family moved to California 
and cut all my ties so that I had lots of time to 
kill and no friends to share it with. 


This was the time I built up my first outfit. 
I enjoyed privacy of my personal things at home and 
wasn't discovered and so I dressed occasionally when 
the family was out. 


When I graduated I sought a job and after many 
frustrating months, landed a fair civil sevice posi- 
tion which I still hold. I soon bought an adequate 
car and moved to a place of my own where I dressed 
at least twice a week for whole evenings. 


Aside from a childhood friend with whom I had 
shared cross-dressing secrets, I had never met or 
heard of another TV. I was indeed a very lonely 
closet TV and felt great guilts, doubts, and fears 
of exposure and shame. As we all have, I read all I 
could find on the subject of men in skirts but all 
it did was convince me that I was sick and if dis- 
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covered, death was a better alternative. This kind 
of subjective and uninformed thinking had me cont- 
emplating suicide on more than one occasion. This 
would usually result in a radical purge - a burning 
of all things pertaining to her, Things would be 
fine for a few weeks and then back I'd go buying 
all new things again. 


Soon, much too soon, the time came for my brother 
to serve his country. I decided that I'd enlist 
after one great purge and thus burn all my bridges 
at once, and this I did. I moved all my stuff back 
home and enlisted in the army in a job similar to 
my civilian one. 


Basic training and the subsequent specialist 
school I'd chosen kept my mind and body busy and 
it wasn't until I was in Germany that the old urge 
came back stronger and more irrisistable than ever 
before. What to do about it? Luckily I had a good 
opportunity to have both the time and privacy to 
dress and lost no time in gathering a small wardrobe. 
I pulled all the charge of quarters duty I could get 
and had most weekends to practice my makeup, walk and 
stance while doing my brother's duty. 


I had many close calls and took far too many 
chances what with shaving my body hair and shaping 
my eyebrows but was never found out, I even managed 
to smuggle most of my femme attire home in the bottom 
of my barracks bag despite a pre-boarding-of-the- 
ship shakedown inspection. 


After months of planning and anticipation I was 
again free and in New York City! I lost little time 
in shedding the hated uniform and donning my rumpled 
but still beautiful silks and laces in the hotel 
room. This was a great milestone too for there on 
Times Square I found Transvestia., I remember I cried 
with joy and happiness as I re d the few copies I'd 
hurriedly purchased. You all wst recall reading. 
your first Transvestia and fee ing that you're no 
longer alone. I lost no time in writing to Virginia 
to order more and to ae: an 
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I returned home to my folks and brother and 
sister after a week in New York that was filled with 
joy and then great sadness as this was when Kennedy 
was killed. I quickly resumed my life and went back 
to work at the old job. I soon had a nice apartment 
of my own and new car and bought my first good wig. 


It next became my goal to meet other TVs that 
I knew were nearby and it was an impatient time 
spent waiting until I qualified to use Contact. At 
last I had replies and met some wonderful girls and 
their GGs and life became good in contrast with my 
past. 


Now, and for the past two and a half years, 
Crystal has a great part in all our activities. She 
has become a photographer and has many nice picture 
records of our happy times. We here in the Bay Area 
meet weekly for dressing and informal ]Parties and if 
any FPE members passing through the Bay Area would 
like to meet with us and enjoy our good times,.I'm 
sure it could be arranged. You are all welcome. 


Among the benefits of being a member of this 
active group aside from the good times, we learn 
more about ourselves through discussing our problems 
with each other, and thus get them off our chest. 
We've been honored by visits from Sheila, Anette 
from Sweden, and Dr. Benjamin. Just lately I met and 
marveled at Virginia whom I have come to admire. Our 
chapter is moving at last and we hope to help Virginia 
educate professional people as to our goals and aims 
and all this is a most rewarding thing in which to 
have a part. 


I'm sure that I join most of you when I say we 
all owe a great debt to Virginia, Fran, Sheila, 
Susanna and others who have contributed to our self 
acceptance and better understanding. I can only try 
to help repay this debt by helping others who are still 
where I was not too long ago to feel that being a TV 
is a great joy. Much love to all and best wishes 
from a much happier Crystal. 
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There was little doubt in minds of any who knew 
Harry Westbrook that he was a "helluva guy." He 
operated the family lumber business with a zest that 
reminded many of the way his father had acquired his 
furtune; and yet with all his shrewdness, he was a 
kind and well-loved citizen throughout the small 
town of Milford. At 34, he was also quite the rage 
among the unmarried ladies of the town and although 
he favored many with his company, none had been 
successful in leading him down the aisle. As I said, 
Harry was a very cunning fellow. 


It stands to reason that when the Milford Country 
Club Charity Committee met to plan our annual pre- 
sentation, our logical choice for chairman was Harry. 
The dances we staged in years past were always well 
attended, but we felt there was little enthusiasm 
and we needed a shot in the arm because this year 
we had undertaken a rather extensive project build- 
ing a new women's wing to the town hospital. We 
needed a better-than-average turn-out to get the 
work started, 


Harty was vather reluctant to accept at first, 
but with my promise to be his right hand man, he 
accepted, It was this promise that got me more deep- 
ly involved in Harry's life than I ever expected. 


At the second meeting, we decided that a dance 
was not enough to attract the townsfolk and with a 
pledge of absolute cooperation from the membership. 
Harry and I agreed to write a show. Since I had 
been a professional writer for a time, we decided 
that he would be the idea man and I would turn out 
a working script. 
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A chance remark of mine the following day started 
the snowball down the hill. 


We were in Harry's large office at the lumber 
yard for a skull session. "The ideal scheme would 
be to tie-in a show with the women's hospital cause," 
he began. "If we could make the show remind the 
people of WHY we want them to buy tickets, we'd 
stand a much better chance of success." I agreed 
but could think of no definite plan and we listlessly 
tossed ideas back and forth for the next ten minutes 
or so until nothing else would come. Harry's phone 
rang and while he talked, I idly strolled to the 
window and gazed down over the vast lumber yard, my 
eyes settling on a crew unloading a box car of wood. 
As Harry finished his call, a woman clerk in slacks 
approached the crew below, exchanged some papers 
with the foreman and returned to the building. As 
I watched her walk, I idly commented, "Boy, talk 
about women! They're dressing more and more like 
men every day:"' "Oh, they have to around this place," | 
he answered, "much too dirty." I nodded and turned 
only to see a broad grin break across Harry's face, 

"My boy, LI think that's the idea we've been looking 
for," he exclaimed, 


All I could say was, "huh?" 

"Certainly," he went on, "women are dressing 
more and more like men every day! Why don't we do 
a switch and carry the thing a step farthur? We'll 
do a fashion show of what the well dressed man will 
be wearing in ten or fifteen years?" 

“What will he be wearing," I asked dumbly. 

"Skirts!" 


"Skirts?" 


"Sure: That's our premise! The whole cycle is 
changing. We have an advance scoop. That's the 
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basis or our show." 


"Yes. Yes." I was warming up to the idea, 
"Without anyone coming right out and saying it, it's 
happening! We play the whole idea straight; we 
won't TRY to be funny, we'll just let the absurdity 
of the idea carry the whole show." I had sudden 
misgivings, "but, do you really think it's strong 
enough to base the whole campaign on?" 


"Why not?' he answered, now full of enthusiasm. 
"It ties in roughly with the idea of doing some- 
thing for the women's wing of the hospital and, I'm 
sure that you can come up with some riotous scenes 
of various prominent citizens wearing skirts and 
dresses in their normal business operations." 


"Oh yeah," I laughed, "I never thought of it 
that way: Can't you just see two-hundred and fifty 
pound Charley Emmet wearing a dress at the bank?" 


"Or Barney at the barber shop," he joined in, 


And so it was decided. In another half hour, 
we had the entire show roughed-out and I retired to 
my typewriter while Harry started planning the pub- 
licity campaign. 


Word had gotten out that we had a “Hot idea” for 
the show and by the next meeting of the committee, 
I had been bambarded from all sides for advance tips. 
That night when we explained what we had in mind, 
there was a roar of approval mingled with shrieks of 
laughter as the various members were assigned parts. 
A few objected, but the mood of the meeting was so 
high that they were soon squelched and we were on 
our way. I must say, it was Harry's enthusiasm as 
a leader that dispelled any reluctance the men might 
have felt. And I found myself getting more and more 
anxious for the next meeting when we would assign 
parts and begin rough reading of the script. Then, 
at the close of the meeting, Harry really whetted 
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everyone's appetite when he promised a startling 
surprise for the next get-together. 


"What was that all about?" I asked him as we 
left the building. 


"Just a little something to make sure you don't 
miss any meetings, ol' buddy," he grinned. 


The following week, I must have had at least a 
dozen phone calls from various members seeking an 
advance tip on Harry's surprise, I could tell them 
nothing but to be sure to attend the next meeting. 


As you may well imagine, the country club hall 
was jammed well before the starting time of the 
next meeting. Every member was there, except Harry. 
When seven-thirty came and went, there was a little 
rumble of discontent that stilled immediately when 
Harry's voice was heard in the back of the room. All 
heads turned and almost at the same second, every 
man in the place gasped. Harry simply stood at the 
back of the hall and when he felt they had stared 
at him long enough, he smiled and said, "The first 
one that gets fresh will meet me in the parking lot 


after the meeting: 


A’ burst of laughter shattered the silence and 
Harry slowly walked to the podium at the front of 
the room. As he did, we all blinked our eyes in 
disbelief; his appearance made the whole idea of 
men wearing skirts seem suddenly possible: He wore 
a*smartly tailored navy blue skirt and white silk 
blouse, a fitted navy blue jacket was over his 
shoulders. His legs were downright glamorous in 
dark nylons and black leather high-heeled shoes. 
Obviously his light wavy hair had been set and combed 
in a slightly feminine fashion adding to the overall 
pleasant effect of a lightly made-up face. What 
stunned every one of us was that Harry was extremely 
attractive. 


By the time he reached the podium and turned to 
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the men, he was greeted by a standing ovation and as 
they resumed their places, he smiled and spoke. 


"TIT came to the meeting this way for several 
reasons, First: to show you that we needn't look 
ridiculous in the show next month and second: to 
give some of you who may have doubts a little courage." 


More Applause. 


"Earlier this week, I let Millie in on our secret, 
For those of you who have never crossed the border 
into that forbidden territory, perhaps I should 
explain that Millie is in charge of the entire women's 
department at Henderson's Department Store. She 
supervised the selection and fitting of every item 
I'm wearing tonight --- including some of the daint- 
iest and tightest unmentionables you have ever seen," 


Now, much relaxed laughter from the men as some 
of the tension was obviously easing off. 


"Millie has agreed to do the same for every one 
of you. And you can be sure that it will be done in 
good taste. She is not out to make a fool of any of 
us. As a matter of fact, she thinks the whole idea 
of men in skirts is a rather good one. Of course, 
she would for several reasons. One of which is that 
you will each be asked to pay for your own clothes 
as your contribution to the cause. I don't think 
that is too much to ask. 


There were no objections, so Harry continued: 
"Now, I see no reason to keep our plans secret any 
longer, as we should begin to think of getting pub- 
licity; not just in the newspaper and on radio and 
television, but by word of mouth. So, this is what 
I plan to do and I would invite you all to do the 
same, Starting tomorrow, I am going to wear this 
costume to the office --- exactly as you see me now." 


Again a babble of comment ran through the audience, 
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Harry let it settle and waited for their attention 
bsfore he went on. 


"Because it was my idea, I am very willing to be 
the first. And, everyone who asks me about it will 
be told to buy a ticket to our show and find out." 
He held up a large stack of freshly printed tickets 
to underscore his point. "If that doesn't sell 
tickets, I don't know human curiosity." 


As the laughter broke out again, ‘I sat at my 
table next to the podium amazed at Harry's salesman-~ 
ship. With his audience truly in the palm of his 
hand, he pressed his advantage until one by one even 
the doubting Thomases were nodding in agreement that 
this was truly one way to get the whole town talking 
As he finished, the group repeated the standing 
ovation they had given him earlier. Here was a true 
leader! 

I passed out scripts to each of the men as they 
milled around admiring Harry and making little jokes 
about the anticipated reaction, And, as I approached 
him, I detected an element of his costume that es- 
caped me before in the large room: he was surrounded 
by a delicate fragrance that truly gave me pause as 
I apprached him. He noticed my gaze, smiled devil- 
ishly and said: "Like it?" Before I could reply, 
he was his business-like self again. "As my second 
in command, you're going to see Millie first thing 
in the morning." 


"Oh now, wait a minute! I agreed to write this 
show but..." That was all I managed to say before 
he interrupted. "Surely you're not going to desert 
us now, After all, you're one of the leaders of this 
plot and it will never do to have you watching from 
the sidelines!" 


And that was that. Protest though I might, I 
was over-ruled every step of the way as a few of the 
other fellows joined in and debate seemed futile. I 
gave up. Harry had won again. 
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The next morning, I explained to my secretary 
that I would be a little late and with heavy heart 
approached the huge complex of Henderson's Department 
Store. Finding the women's department was no problem 
and after several false starts, I approached a very 
attractive young lady and asked for Millie. She 
smiled broadly and said, "Oh, you're the gentleman 
Mr. Westbrook ealled about! I've been waiting for 
you."" I had found Millie. 


She led me through the counters of women's 
clothing and finally to a large, handsomely decorated 
office in the rear of the store. "All the comforts 
of home," she smiled as she opened the door to a 
completely equipped bathroom. 


"Now then," she began, "I have a general idea of 
your size, but I would like to get a few additional 
measurements, just to be sure, please." So saying, 
she reached for my jacket and hung it on a nearby 
rack. As she went about her work, she commented on 
what a wonderful idea she thought our show was and 
how she was sure it would be the talk of the town in 
no time, At this point, I wasn't sure of anything. 


When she had finished jotting figures on her pad, 
she explained, "Now, this will take me a little while 
because there are a few alterations I would like to 
have made but while I'm gone, I would like you to re- 
move all your clothes, take a nice warm shower and 
shave," 


"Shave?" I asked. 


She smiled at my bewilderment. "Naturally. Your 
legs, under your arms, your chest. You wouldn't 
want to spoil the lovely effect of these, would you?" 
She held up a pair of shimme) ing nylon stockings. 


"Oh but...."' I began only :o be interrupted as 
she called from the doorway. ‘Hurry on, now. Mr. 
Jacobs will be in later and we wouldn't want to delay 
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him." The door closed gently behind her. 


"How did I get into this?" I mumbled to myself 
as I removed my clothes and turned on the shower. 
Having no answer, I set about the task and was al- 
most finished when I heard a knock on the bathroom 
door. It was Millie. "Almost finished in there?" 


"In just a second," I called. 


The door opened a crack and she said, "Stay in 
the shower while I leave this for you. There will 
be a garment out here that I want you to put on 
first. In case it isn't too obvious to you, the 
pads go in the back."" A little giggle and she was 
gone. 


After I had dried myself, I inspected the padded 
panty girdle she had left and struggled into it. A 
bit tight at first, in seconds, it felt quite plea- 
sant. I called: ''Can I come out now?" 


"My! That does wonders for your figure!" Millie 
exclaimed as I stepped self-consciously into the 
room, "You should wear one of those all the time: 

H Now then try this." She extended a matching white 
satin padded bra. As I struggled awkwardly to close 
the straps in the back, she came to my assistance, 
commenting that before the show was over, I would be 
doing this myself as if I had been at it all my life. 
I shuddered at the thought of the coming weeks. 


The bra was followed by a white satin slip, And 
I must admit that I got a thrill as it cascaded down 
around my new figure. Next came the nylons and a 
brief lesson on how to put them on myself without 
snags or other masculine-type damage, As she pulled 
: them taut and attached them to the supporters on the 
panty girdle, another thrill ran through me that took 
my mind completely off my miserable feeling at having 
been trapped by Harry Westbrook. 


"You're a bit too tall for high heels," she 
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commented as she extracted a pair of very handsome 
flats from their box, "Take a few steps and see 
how they feel."' I must say that slipping on a pair 
of shoes while wearing nylon stockings for the first 
time is a sensation that one does not soon forget. 
My usual long masculine stride was limited somewhat 
by the slip and I began to tingle all over when I 
felt the sensuous touch of its hem on the back of my 
leg and its soft swish as it moved with my body. 
Millie startled me back to reality when she called, 
“how do they feel?" "Fine, just fine," I managed 
to stammer, 


"Now then, if you'll just step in here," she 
said as she opened a door at the far side of the 
room, I must have given her a strangely quizzical 
look, for she hastened to explain, "Make-up. Mr. 
Westbrook has arranged for one of the ladies from 
our salon to supervise your make-up and hair style 
for you." 


"He sure has thought of everything," I commented 
as I stepped through the door, still savoring the 
femininity that surrounded me. Millie grinned, "Oh 
you have quite a few surprises in store for you!" 


She introduced me to a diminutive woman who spoke 
with a decided accent. Her eyes were piercing as 
she explained, "I am Anatole, It is my task to give 
you a proper make up and hair style. I shall in- 
struct you step by step so that you shall be able 
to accomplish the same effect yourself later on." 
Millie was at the door again and as she left she 
explained that the time spent on my "Beauty Course" 
would give her an opportunity to complete the alter- 
ations on my dress. The door closed and she was gone, 


To say that I felt strange.in a make up session 
with a woman I had never seen before would be a 
broad understatement, All the excitement of the 
last few moments were replaced with a peculiar un- 
easiness, Anatole paid no attention and as I sat 
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latter adding, "do you like our creation?" Words 
could not express my emotion as I simply took her 
hands in mine and softly said, "thank you." 


She was about to say something in return, but a 
knock at the door interrupted the thought before it 
could find words. In response to Millie's reply, 
Harry burst in dressed as he had been the night 
before, As he spied me, he stopped short in mock 
surprise and exclaimed, "Well, chum, welcome to the 
club! Millie you are unbelievable!" He gave me a 
closer examination murmuring approval to Millie all 
the while. We joked for a few moments about my 
shyness and then, glancing at his tiny lady's wrist 
watch, Harry exclaimed, "They're waiting for us. 
Come on, we can't keep the gentlemen of the press 
waiting!" And before I had a chance to express my 
appreciation to Millie, we were on our way through 
the bustling department store. On our way, Harry 
explained that he had talked to Earl Koenig, the 
editor of the local newspaper and had requested a 


photographer and reporter for in front of the de- 
partment store. This was to be our first big pub- 
licity break and I must say that the closer we got 
to the outside world, the more nervous I became. 


Because it was not often that the wealthy Harry 
Westbrook called him for a photographer, the editor 
himself greeted us as we rolled throught the revol- 
ving door onto the main thorofare, “Harry: What in 
the-----'$;" was all he could stammer before the 
flashbulbs began popping and the crowd gathered. 
Swinging Koenig between us, Harry took advantage of 
his surprise to taunt the crowd: “It's only the be- 
ginning, ladies and gentlemen," he called. Then, 
handing me a stack of tickets to be shown to the 
onlookers, he continued, “you think this is something? 
The gentlemen of the Milford Country Club are pre- 
pared to show you even more;" Now the crowd was be- 
ginning to warm to Harry, while the bewildered news- 
paper editor stood between us completely nonplussed. 
As the crowd gathered,.Harry began selling tickets. 
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before her make up table she busied herself around 
the room collecting various jars and creams, 


In the next several hours I learned more about 
the secrets of beauty than I had ever thought existed. 
Tricks to disguise much of my masculine angularity, 
tones that complimented me, methods of application, 
making my hair attractive in a feminine way: words 
flowed in a steady stream. In no time, I had lost 
my initial shyness and was asking questions. She 
let me attempt a few applicatons myself, laughed at 
my masculine awkwardness, chided me to do better. 


By the time Millie returned, Anatole and I had 
become fast friends, "He is beautiful. No?" she 
asked in response tio Millie's surprise, 


“Anatole, how do you do it!" she exclaimed as I 
felt a new inner glow at her reaction. "Do you 
really think I'll pass Harry's inspection?" I asked 
jokingly. We all laughed and with a few final words 
of instruction and an invitation to return, Anatole 
was gone, 


Millie was excited as we returned to her office. 
"Oh , I can't wait to see you in this dress," she 
exclaimed as she removed it from the hanger. It was 
a deep black sheath. Very simple with a side closing 
zipper that she said was guaranteed to show off my 
new curves to their best advantage. 


- The fit was perfect. The feeling was sheer sen- 
sation. And as I closed the zipper, she reached 
around my neck and snapped a string of imitation 
pearls in place. Unable to control myself any longer, 
I strode to the full length mirror and drank in the 
sight. Had I been gazing at a photograph of my re- 
flection in the mirror, I am sure I would not have 
recognized it. As I turned to check myself from 
various angles, Millie handed me a pair of black 
gloves and a matching handbag, "I took the liberty 
of emptying your pockets into this," she said of the 
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I took the cue from him and started to mingle among 
the bemused townsfolk, "What's it all about?" one 
after the other asked. "It's a revolution: Buy a 
ticket and find out," was the pat answer. "Are you 
really a lady?" a small boy asked. Before I could 
answer him, Harry was at my side and was herding me 

in the direction of the taxicab stand at the corner. 
“We're on television in ten minutes," he said breath- 
lessly as we bounced into the seat of the cab. 


At the local television station, the reaction 
was the same. Larry Michaels, the popular host of 
an afternoon variety show, had received the same 
taunting phone call from Harry and was standing by 
prepared for anything --- except what came through 
the studio door as he went on the air. Here the 
reaction was the same as the crowd on the street: 
silent disbelief. This gave us the perfect opport- 
unity to be coy as before and get our message across 
without fully explaining our costumes or giving 


away the secret of the show. Since we were both 
quite well known in the town, the reaction was in- 
stant and as we left, the switchboard operator was 
feebly attempting to explain the situation. "Buy a 
ticket and find out," Harry called as we dashed 
into the waiting taxicab, 


"Now back to work," he grinned as we sped off 
toward my office. "This will be the greatest cam- 
paign this town has ever seen, And it's only begin- 
ning. Wait till the other fellows get the 'Treat- 
ment: '" 


I was suddenly weary. "A whole month of THIS?" 
I asked, sliding lower in the seat. 


Harry looked at my knees where the skirt had 
ridden up when I slumped. "Please, Let's remember 
our modesty," he grinned as I tugged it back in 
place, 


Facing my secretary for the first time was a chore 
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I did not relish. So, I was pleasantly surprised 
when she gave me a big wink as I entered and called 
me the''star" of the Larry Michaels Show. She had 
watched it on her lunch hour and said everyone in 
the restaurant was talking about it. Harry should 
have been a publicity man. What was I talking about? 
He was! 


Although the madcap pace slowed somewhat for me 
over the next few days, the excitement throughout 
Milford continued unabated. The photo of Harry and 
I in front of the department store with the shocked 
newspaper editor made the front page and was picked 
up by several of the national news services. Before 
long, I was hearing from friends all over the country. 
Harry was contacted by a large women's fashion house 
in New York City which volunteered to costume the 
entire show simply for the publicity. Unsolicited, 
Avon sent complete make-up kits for the cast. 


On the third day of the change-over, my secretary 
commented on an element that I had not considered, 
As I swished into the office, she smiled and said, 
"That black dress does a great deal for you, but, 
don't you think you're overdoing it?" Grinning 
sheepishly, I agreed and immediately placed a call 
to Millie who explained that she had received a like 
call only the day before from Harry. Late that 
afternoon, several large boxes were delivered to my 
home and I spent most of the evening making room for 
them in my closets, There were dresses, skirts, 
blouses and a complete selection of gorgeous under- 
things that I could not help but try on before putting 
them away. 


By week's end, all of the cast had gone through 
the "treatment" at the department store, the tow 
was a-buzz with talk, and we were well on our way to 
one of the most successful benefits ever staged by 
the country club, Then a strange phenomenon began. 


Most of the Pre-rehearsal time so far had been 
spent in discussion of the obvious changes and problems 


@) 


Teansvedia 
brought about by the switch in clothing: sore feet 
from the high heels, learning to walk in a tight 
skirt, the tightness of the waist cinchers and girdles 
and so on. It was Warren Thaxter, the young assist- 
ant manager of the bank who mentioned it first. 
"People are getting used to me this way," he said. 
"Even my wife is getting pretty casual about it. 

The other morning as I left, for instance, she told 
me that I ought to stop at the Fashion Shoppe and 
pick up another pair of nylons; I had a run." 


"My wife is complaining about the money," chimed 
in Charley Emmet, his boss. "She says I gotta wear 
these things for months after the show is over, I 
have so much invested in them." 


When Harry agreed that he had gotten rather used 
to them, I was surprised to find myself joining with 
him in a general discussion of how the habit and feel 
of the clothes became almost narcotic. I rather 
looked foreward to getting dressed in the morning. 


That evening, I left the country club with a 
strange feeling that the Milford Country Club would 
never be the same, ; 

By this time, ticket sales were going so well 
thanks to the continuing publicity that it was de- 
cided that the show would have to be staged two nights. 
And before long, we were a complete sell-out for 
both performances. 


Reaction from the outside world continued to 
pour in, too. Cameramen from CBS news had shot 
television film of several of us at work in our new 
garb. When it appeared several evenings later on 
the coast-to-coast network, more comment was heard. 
Three other service clubs from scattered parts of 
the country sent for details on our effort. They 
were going to do the same in their communities. We 
had more offers of assistance from manufactureres of 
cosmetics, clothing and shoes, As you might expect, 
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there were also negative reactions from the obvious 
obtuse groups, but, because Millie had handled the 
chore of transformation so tastefully, the complaints 
were few. We looked quite at home in our new roles. 


So enthusiastic had the town become that several 
unsolicited volunteers joined our ticket selling 
campaign. Bernstein's, the busiest restaurant in 
the area, dressed all their young waiters in white 
pleated skirts and full blouses, Fortunately for 
the boys (and perhaps for the customers too) they 
were permitted to wear flat shoes while on duty 
running back and forth to the kitchen. Little cards 
on the menu explained everytning to the few remaining 
townsfolk who might not have gotten the word. Not 
to be outdone, Charlie Emmet decreed that all bank 
personnel would be expected.to join in the spirit of 
things by switching to skirts, Needless to say, the 
women's apparel shops were close to running out of 
supply and several of the men's shops were advertising 
skirts in an effort to salvage something out of what 
looked like imminent disaster. 


Despite the fact that rehearsals had gone extre- 
mely well and the cast was primed to do a good show, 
opening night was typically hectic with Harry running 
back and forth backstage with a long silk robe thrown 
casually over his slip. By this time, the men had 
all become quite proficient at make-up and were busy 
getting ready with a few final instructions on accent- 
uation for the stage from Millie. 


I was busy combing out my hair, which by this 
time had grown rather long, when Harry came charging 
toward me with a rather perplexed gentleman in 
“civvies" (which was the nickname the cast had given 
to ordinary male clothes). "Would you give this man 
a rundown of the order of the show?" he asked rather 
distractedly, "I have to arrange for some extra 
chairs. We have an overflow crowd," aN called as he 
dashed to the backstage phone. 
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"Is there some aspect you're particularly inter- 
ested in?" I asked as he sat down wearily. 


"Yes," he began. "I would like to know which 
are the most interesting parts photographically. I'm 
here to shoot a picture story for LIFE." 


"LIFE Magazine?" I stammerred. 


"Sure. You fellows have caused quite a stir 
around the country and we're here to see what it's 
all about." 


Now I was really confused. I knew we had Milford 
excited, but it was hard to believe that the rest 
of the nation could be that interested. 


"Tt's not just the show," he explained, "but 
this idea of wearing skirts all the time has started 
a lot of talk; it's catching on. And I hear that 
some of the fellows aren't going to change back after 
the show closes," 


I explained that many of us had gotten used to 
the idea and frankly preferred the new look but that 
nothing definite had been planned.. 


“Maybe nobody planned anything," he continued, 
shaking his head knowingly, “but that's the word I 
hear," 


He said it with such conviction that I was stun- 
ned for a moment and in considering his remark, I 
ran back through the cast in my mind and could not 
recall anyone who had complained recently about his 
role. Before we could dwell on the idea any longer, 
the stage manager announced that we had less than 
a half hour before curtain, so I hastily explained 
the show to the photographer and he was on his way. 


In full costume now, Harry called the full cast 
together for a few final words. He looked absolutely 
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stunning with his long white gown clinging seductively 
to every curve of his new-found form. When he fin- 
ished, he turned and strode through the curtains for 
his opening monologue. The ovation that greeted him 
set the mood for the next two hours, In a word, we 
were a smash! 


The audience was with us from the very beginning; 
they laughed at all the right spots, applauded en- 
thusiastically and insisted on curtain call after 
curtain call, Aside from the overall good humor of 
the script, the element that seemed to impress them 
most was the obvious ease with which the men played 
their roles in the unaccustomed costumes, Although, 
it must be said that, by this time, we were quite 
used to getting along in skirts and could do so as 
well as any of the women in the audience. This more 
than anything eliminated the grotesque mood that I 
am sure some ticketholders feared, 


By the time the final curtain came down the fol- 
lowing night, the reaction was such that Harry step- 
ped to the footlights to make a parting speech. He 
apologized to the many who were standing in the 
theatre and announced that since so many had to be 
turned away at the door, the show would be held over 
for next weekend. Then, more wild cheers, 


That was a month ago. Since that night, we have 
performed every weekend and the end is not yet in 
sight. Because Milford is adjacent to several large 
cities and towns, we have been on the road almost 
continually, playing to packed houses for charities 
similar to our own, 


The LIFE Magazine story started a chain-reaction 
that still has not stopped. Copies of our script 
with staging and publicity instructions have been 
sent all over the country and, as I write this now, 
I have before me clippings of men in skirts in such 
far away places as Detroit, Atlanta, Houston and 
Seattle. 
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Most of us in the show have long since abandoned 
our old male wardrobe and our example during and 
after the publicity campaign has caused hundreds of 


others 
verted 
assist 


As 
tinues 
He has 
tinues 


in the area to do the same, Millie has con- 
an entire section of the department store to 
and advise men in making the transformation. 


I said in the beginning, Harry Westbrook con- 
to be the "helluva guy" that he always was. 
let his hair grow and with Millie's help con- 
to set the fashion standards in the town. 


Only one thing seems to have changed. The odds are 
that it won't be too long until one of the bright 
young ladies of Milford will be leading him down the 


aisle: 


Millie, the girl that some say started the 


revolution. Who will wear what remains to be seen, 


Millie was always known as a girl who knew how 
to get what she wanted. Some say that she was the 
guiding genius behind the entire change-over in the 
dressing habits of the town, while there are others 
who will argue just as vehemently that it was a 


rather 


round-about way to go after a man. When she 


was confronted with the question, she merely smiled 
demurely and said that she would do anything "in the 
sweet name of charity." 


And, as far as I'm concerned, I would just as 
soon let it go at that. 


LNEZSQUIB: 


lst TV; "I started to put on a new 
corset last night and I was out like 

a light." 

2nd TV; "Just a corset?" 

Ist TV: Yeah, my wife hit me over the 
head with it." 


F.P.E. PARTY FOR AN INTERNATIONAL VISITOR 


Sytyia Ann Ann Annette Susanna Sheila 
38-B-8 30-D-1 FS-K-1 32-V-] 30-B-2 
Sweden 


Lydia (7-0-2) FPE 
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Ban hate by Jean (5-A-8) FPE 


I was 34 years old, married and the father of four 
children that night some six months ago when I stepped 
out of my car, walked up to the local book-newsstand, 
started browsing and discovered myself. Until I picked 
up the paperback entitled The Sex Life of a Transvestite 
the word was not even in my lexicon, let alone any 
understanding of what it meant. 


I had left home that evening with the avowed purpose 
of indulging my hunger for escapist literature. I 
was tired of dealing with the problems of the world, 
and I desired reading material that was fast-paced, 
racy and completely lacking in any qualities of 
abstruseness. In short, I desired nothing more that 
evening than to take a vicarious and graphic venture 
into the underworld of sex. 


The bookstand was well equipped to satisy this type of 
desire. One whole section was loaded with paperbacks 
dealing with sex-hetrosexual, homosexual and all the 
variations in between. It was a long gamut to run and 
true to the browser's code I looked leisurely and linger- 
ingly, mentally comparing one cover picture and jacket 
blurb with another with an appraising exactitude which 

I fancied was the literary equivalent to that used by 

a woman shopper at a bargain basement sale. 


Then, as mentioned, I spotted THE book. Curious, I 
picked it up and thumbed through it casually. Nothing 
extraordinary happened. I felt no hot flashes. The 
sky did not open up; there was no rumble of thunder 

or crackling of lightning. No bells clanged in my 
head and no comic strip light ulbs appeared all lit 
up in their little balloons. inlike the Monkey's Paw, 
the book did not quiver uncontrollably in my hands, 
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transmitting some sort of supernatural or mystical 
awareness to my mind. 


Alas, no. I can not even say with any degree of 
confidence that some unseen Fate, weaving some in- 

) scrutable, recondite pattern of Life, took that moment 

) to gather me into its design and cause me to buy the 
book (oh, I admit I like to think in these rather 

| grand terms, but I resist the impulse to express them 
in print). I bought the book because it was about 
a "sexual deviation" (Please! don't shoot' I'm striv- 
ing for objectivity and this was the way the blurb 
was oriented) of which I was unfamiliar. 


| Thus has the sisterhood of Transvestia been introduced 
to perhaps its most prosaic, mundane member, a dame 
who almost wasn't, Call it luck, fate, or what you. 
will, but if I had not seen that book I conceiveably 
might have gone the rest of my life searching for my 

| true identity, inwardly dying a bit each day as time 

passed and I failed to find release for my psyche. 


I did buy the book, however, and thereby, as Shake- 
speare noted, hangs a tale. I returned home, propped 
the pillows behind my back, put my feet up on the 
ottoman and began reading. 


It had taken 34 years to discover transvestism, but 
it took only minutes to realize that I was a trans- 
vestite! Sound incongruous? Perhaps, so let me 
expand on the statement a bit. 


First of all, I do not mean that to this point in 

time I was a man in skirts walking around looking for 
a lable. I had never in my adult life worn an item 
of woman's apparel. But as I read of this TV's exper- 


iences I dredged up long buried memories of my own 
childhood. Like him, I had as a youth stolen into 

my mother's room and donned girdle, panties, bra, hose, | 
slip and heels. Even now I am not certain at what 
exact age this occured, but triggered by what I read, 

I remembered that it had indeed happened, and my best 
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guess is that it was in the early stages of puberty. 


As these memories flooded out of my subconscious my 
first oral acknowledgement of them was nothing more 
original than: "My God, I used to do that, too!" My 
excursions into the world of cross-dressing had how- 
ever ended with those stolen moments of long ago, I 

had no clear recollection of how long or how frequently 
I had dressed in my mother's clothes, but I was certain 
that it had been at least 20 years since it had last 
happened. And, so what now? Or, more accurately, so 
what? One rose does not a summer make and one touch 

of nylon against the calves and thighs, one girdled 
touch of pressure against tummy, hips, waist and 
derriere does not a transvestite make (or does it?). 


I finished the book and went to bed. But sleep would 
not come. Bits and pieces of my character and person- 
ality milled past my mind's eye like flotsam and 
jetsam in an eddy, and I tried to fit them together 
into some meaningful pattern. 


I recalled the innumerable dresses, gowns and pieces 
of lingerie I had bought my wife over the years. In 
fact, I could not recall her ever having bought for 
herself. I remembered the times the salesladies had 
commented approvingly of my selections, complimenting 
me on my taste for style and color. Since my wife 
was seldom with me when I shopped (I like to give 
unsuspected, no-occasion-at-all surprises), and since 
I always bought haute couture, from panties to peig- 
noirs, slips to suits, and since I nearly always looked 
at the entire available selection of whatever item 

I had under consideration, was it possible that I 

was in some unconscious way soaking up vicariously 
some of the enjoyment I hoped my wife would derive 
from wearing what I bought her? 


Lying there, I also began to assess women in general. 
I loved them. All my responses toward the gentler 
sex were those of a normal male. But there was more 
to it, I realized for the first time. I had my own 
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private Venus image (with arms) and every woman I 

saw was automatically compared to the mental model 

I carried around with me. A well turned out female, 
heeled, hosed, sheathed and coiffured in such a manner 
as to accentuate her every God-given attribute, re- 
ceived my immediate and wholehearted attention and 
approbation. She could be a plain-Jane as far ds 
looks went, but if she played up those characteristics 
of femininity which came as part of the package label- 
ed woman then she was for me. The number of such 
women I had admired, flirted with and made passes at 
were legion. But, I now wondered whether I was all 
that much the promiscuous male rogue or was I somehow, 
in some unsensed way, identifying with that which I 
exhalited? 


These thoughts, plus gillions of others, swam in and 
out of my awareness that sleepless night, totally 
formless and lacking any semblance of pattern or de- 
sign. One continuum threaded through all the frag- 
mented ideas and unanswered questions, however: I 


wanted to put on some feminine apparel! 


The next day the opportunity presented itself when my 
wife and children were out of the house. Opening her 
lingerie drawer I selected a delicate red girdle, 
matching panties, slip and bra. A pair of sheer hose 
and high heels completed my "outfit." 


I wiggled into the girdle, drew the hose up over 
calves and thighs suddenly tingling with goosebumps 

of ecstacy, stepped into the panties and slip and 

felt myself transported into total rapture. The nylon 
of the hose felt cool to my legs and the whisper of 

it against the nylon slip was music to my ears. 


The bra and shoes were too small to wear and the rest 
of the items were not truly my size, but it took only 
a short walk around the bedroom, down the hall and 
back for me to realize that an affinity existed be- 
tween nylon, spandex and lace and me that could and 
would never be broken henceforth. 
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And it hasn't. For the next couple of months I lived 
for those rare moments when I could be alone and could 
indulge my desire to outfit myself according to my 
tastes. Unfortunately, the opportunities were all too 
scarce and I had to content myself for the most part 
with exercising my imagination. 


I learned something of myself during this period, how- 
ever. Why, I kept asking myself over and over again, 
am I attracted to transvestism (the blessing--or is 
it the curse--of an inquiring mind)? One conclusion 
I came to was that when I dressed as a woman I exper- 
ienced "definition." The female of the species is 
characterized as being submissive, and if this is a 
correct assumption her clothing, I believe, is a 
contributing factor. The pressure of high heels 
against the foot, the gentle restraint of nylons by 

a girdle and bra, the restrictiveness of, especially, 
a tight slip and skirt; a woman does submit to the 
dictates of her clothes. Yet through all of this-- 
indeed! because of it--she knows she is a woman every 
single moment she is so attired. The very pressures 
and restraints brought to bear on her by her clothing 
serves to define her as a female. At no time does 
her high heeled foot expand and spread as far as it 
can go, as does the man's foot in his shoe. Is a 
man's calf or thigh, abdomen, waist or chest limited 
(or defined) by his trousers or shirt? Not within 
the normal framework of his dress. But a woman is a 
woman is a woman, Her clothes never let her forget 
it for an instant. In a dozen ways at once her 
clothes forbid her to trespass beyond the limits of 
femininity. And no matter what Thorstein Veblen may 
say about why women's clothes are as they are (and it 
is an extremely interesting thesis; read his Theory 
of the Leisure Class sometime), I say that this "defin- 
ition," this "awareness of self," if you please, can 
bring great joy and peace of mind to a person. 


I do not feel that I ever found such "definition" 


dressed as a man. I do feel "defined" when dressed 
as a woman, It's as simple as that. I am no 
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psychiatrist and I have no statistics to back up my 
contentions, but I don't need them since what I do is 
for my well being alone. (End of hackles-raised 
defensiveness. ) 


Another conclusion I have reached is that my ID finds 
greater expression and release when I dress as a woman, 
Years ago as a high school student I took all the art 
courses offered and I toyed with the idea of pursuing 
courses in fashion design when I graduated. While I 
never followed it up, I did enough research to learn 
that with few exceptions the male of the species in 
the animal kingdom is the brightly plummaged one. As 
we all know, of course, it is just the reverse in our 
era of the homo sapien's existence. Brown, blue, gray, 
black; these are the standard colors for a man's suit, 
and the suit itself is found only in one basic style. 
A man can vary the width or length of his shirt collar, 
change the color of his tie or socks (within compat- 
ible limits, of course) and, if he dares, wear gaudy 
undershorts. The woman, however, can change every- 
thing stylewise and colorwise, as often as her whims 
desire and her pocketbook allows. She can experiment 
and innovate, mix and match, and give rein to her total 
personality in the process. If a man starts out 
Monday morning feeling on top of the world, he wears 
the same suit as he does on Tuesday, when he has re- 
placed Atlas and the world is on top of him. If a 
woman is happy she has the clothes to accentuate her 
mood; when she is blue, she has others to brighten 

her up. Even if she feels compelled to stick to 
“basic black" she has a choice of full, straight or 
A-line skirt, daring or demure decolletage, nylon or 
net stockings, spikes or French heels. Whatever her 
temperament, she can pamper it. 


Well, I admit it; I like to pamper my ID. I want to 
give it all the room it needs to spiral toward the 
clouds or spin dervishly across the plains. When I. 
am dressed as a woman this happens. 


But to return to the thread of my story (if there be 
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such). After two or three months of sneaking my momen- 
tary pleasures, I told my wife. Bless her heart, she 
took it like a champ and, with tru pride for her sex, 
admitted she was lucky to have all the blessings of 
dress I have enumerated, As a result, my times for 
dressing have been increased, but the childred still 
force me to observe some restrictions on time, place 
and amount. 


And now, wither away? My voracious reading on the 
subject of transvestism since my introduction to it 
has shown that we femmiphiles are a varied lot. Some 
want one thing from their transvestic excursions, 

some another. Some of us are perfectly content to 

get dolled up once in a while, while some of us hunger 
to travel the no-return road of the sex change. 


For me, at this stage of my development and evaluation 
of self, it is the hormone route. When I get dressed 
up I look exactly like what I am, a man in woman's 
clothing. As I gain practice in my art, this will 
change, hopefully, for the better, but it will never 
be all that good. I am cursed with a damnable need 
for perfection and if I must dress as a woman I must 
be womanish. I want to replace the foam rubber in 

my bra with me. I want my waist narrowed naturally 
and my hips flared without benefit of padding. I 

want to see a smooth, no-need-to-shave face in the 
mirror just before the Corn Silk or Cover Girl goes on. 


The "beauty aids" I seek are tantilizing close, just 
across the pharmacist's counter. But as yet I have 
not gone to a doctor (or a psychiatrist) for a pres- 
cription, and I don't know any pushers in estrogen or 
progesterone, 


Nevertheless, those are my goals; my ambitions. Lucky 
you, out there in TVland, who found Nirvana early in 
life. JI envy you your years more of enjoyment. Hope- 
fully, after I have served my apprenticeship for FPE 
the sorority will accept me and I can meet you and 
learn from you. For I firmly refuse to believe that 
it is impossible to teach a late blooming femmiphile 
new tricks, Better late @ never at all, I say. 


"RUT, MR. AMBLER, ON THE 
WAGES YOU PAY, MY 
WIFE AND I HAVE 
JO WEAR THE 
SAME CLOTHES!" 


"WEAK EXCUSES FOR. TV" 
N? 92 - At The Office 
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ARTICLE 


by Ruth Wilma Gail - Canada 


Virginia has only quite recently reacted to the 
existence of Ruth Wilma Gail, who for a long time 
has been standing on the sidelines, as it were, of 
the Full Personality Expression world, Perhaps she's 
been wondering what sort of personality she has to 
express, 


We're not about to go into that in detail- one's 
personality tends to be flatly boring as a topic for 
conversation to anlyone but oneself, Let's approach 
it from the dress angle. It is a commonplace, that 
when window-shopping or choosing a dress, people 
say "That's me," or "That isn't me," or "I can't 
visualise myself in that."'" That, of course, makes 
shopping on these lines so much more exasperating 
and yet so much more fun, than acquiring a business 
suit. 


There ought to be a law against business suits, 
anyway. This is surely the ugliest garb ever de- 
vised, Just think of the Roman toga, which was just 
30 yards of piece goods, draped in different ways 
according to the occasion, You wound it round dif- 
ferently for weddings, funerals, meals, business, 
and so forth, Just imagine a guy getting on a New 
York subway train in one of those - the station 
would look worse than a store basement after a 
special bargain day. Or the cowl attire in Crete, 
at the time of King Minor. The men wore a belt, 
with a dagger, Period. (Any rising executive would 
find that useful for opening the mail). The ladies 
wore very full hooped skirts with crinolines, very 
Victorian in general effect, except that above the 
waist there was nothing but a lot of costume jewelry. 
Very tight waist-cinchers were de rigueur, too. It 
sounds rather fetching. 
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To revert to Ruth Wilma Gail's personality, apart 
from that part of it which she keeps strictly between 
the ears (the best place for it),- what are the 
complex limiting factors in that infuriating business 
of buying a dress, reach-me-down? She has pretty 
firm ideas on what she would like but long ago came 
to the conclusion that it would be an incredible 
feat of good luck to find exactly what she wanted on 
a rack in a store, dead right for style, color, 
material, and size. Obviously the only answer is to 
locate a custom dressmaker - she lives in hopes of 
that. 


Sheaths are "out" - due to figure like a barrel, 
more politely described as middle-age spread. So 
are low necklines. So are flapper styles. Nothing 
looks worse than mutton dressed up as lamb! She has 
strong views about skirts. The whole point about 
skirts is that they are pleasant and agreeable and 
comfortable to wear. Therefore, as a matter of per- 
sonal preference, there should be plenty of skirt, 
not just a tight sheath. This boils down to three 
kinds in practice, 1-floor length hostess skirts, 
teagowns, or full evening dress. 2-= full circle 
bouffant skirts - what a pity that fashion went out-- 
it will come back some day (she still rejoices in 
owning and wearing a very pretty nylon crinoline of 
the 1950's. 3- swinging pleated skirts - she likes 
swivelepleats and one of her frocks can be worn over 
the aforesaid crinoline although it's not really 
designed for that, 


There are sorely few.things more delightful than 
the tactile feel of full skirts and their movement. 


This leads us to mention a book on "Clothes" 
by the eminent English artist, Eric Gill. It's 
worth getting hold of. Gill held that skirts are 
the proper attire for ceremony and leisure - from 
the robes of an archbishop or a Lord Mayor, down to 
bathrobes, Pants are proper for working in. Hence, 
he suggested that the skirt/pants relationship should 
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not depend on the sex of the wearer, but on the oc- 
casion. He did not say that men ought necessarily 
to wear the same clothes as women. He did say that 
the whole situation meeds to be radically re-vamped. 
Although he makes no mention whatever of TV as such, 
his angle on things will no doubt be well received 
among us. 


Maybe there's a lot more to be said about skirts. 
Ruth Wilma Gail knows very exactly what she wants, 
next time she buys a dress. She's a little weary 
of flowered arnel prints off the peg. She'd like 
a red one, plain red, in something maybe not quite 
so stiff as taffeta, with a very full skirt and a 
great big white or gold collar on top, right across 
the sholders, with a V-front, and a great big bow 
in front where some people wear falsies- (but she 
doesn't). And where in heck is one to find any- 
thing like that off the peg? We mostly have dream 
dresses in the back of our minds; sometimes one may 
find something in a store that appeals, and it gets 
taken into stock, It may establish itself as a firm 
favorite, But it is still not what we really wanted, 
and we keep right on searching for what we really 
long for. It's not surprising - a dress is so im- 
portant as an expression of personality, and it 
must be just "right" - it's not a matter of getting 
into any old thing. 


Shopping for the supporting evidence is much 
easier - no problem at all. One simply walks into 
a store, no questions asked - or as in one New York 
store - frank and friendly acceptance of the fact 
that one was choosing lovely frilly nonsense for 
oneself, 


Shoes are something else again, We like heels, 
as high and spikey as they come. We haven't set 
foot (or heels) in London for quite a while, but 
there are shoe stores there which indicate that they 
have private fitting rooms, The Continental in 
Edgware Road may or may not be still in business, 
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but Regent Shoes, of 39 Wardow Street, Piccadilly, 
London W I, certainly still IS, If you're in town 
you simply ring them up before hand for an appoint- 
ment and you can choose or have a fitting for any 
darn thing you like. They do mail orders too, or 
male orders, if you like, and have an illustrated 
catalog sent on request, which is full of pleasant 
fantasies, that come out pretty reasonable in re- 
lation to American prices. 


Where were we? In the middle of a very rambling 
and disjointed dissertation on how to dress up, 
rather than on why we enjoy it. It is a matter of 
personal taste. What is normal, anyway? A Scotch 
terrier went into an English pub, walked across the 
floor, up one wall, across the ceiling fly-wise, 
down the other wall, and up to the bar. He pulled 
out a five pound note, ordered a double Scotch with 
ginger and a cherry in it, drank it up, collected 
his change, and went out again the way he came. One 
of the other customers remarked to the barmaid, "That 
is the most extraordinary thing." "Yes, she replied, 
"T can't understand it at all. He usually drinks 
nothing but beer," 


There's a moral in this tale, somewhere. We 
inhabit a mass-produced stereotyped society, which 
likes to kid itself that it's modern technology 
entitles it to imagine that it is modern and prog- 
ressive. We have canned food, canned music, canned 
communications and mass media, and this citizen for 
one, simply refuses to be brain-washed by it. We've 
never really adjusted ourselves to the Industrial 
Revolution, and worked out a proper cultural basis 
for what we do, what we think, what we wear, or any- 
thing else of much importance. One wonders what Ben 
Franklin would think of it all if he were to visit 
with us - he was a very wise man, and somenow in 
those days, wisdom sat easily on people such as he, 
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I was far from alone when, after leaving the 
Services, I found myself unable to get work. Week 
after week I presented myself at the local Labour 
Exchange, only to find there was nothing suitable 
for me, and in consequence I had to continue exist- 
ing on the meagre unemployment allowance paid out 
by the Government. It had not escaped my notice 
that various of my unfortunate fellows were success- 
ful in obtaining work that I felt I, too, could have 
undertaken, even though it wasn't always what I would 
have chosen to do, But the officials at the Exchange 
always told me there was no work suited to me, - and 
I knew why they said that - it was due to my physical 
appearance, 


I was blessed (or cursed! - as you will) with an 
effeminate appearance, and undoubtedly now it was my 
looks that were counting against me. On the short 
side, slim of build, with a fair complexion, wavy 
hair and smallish hands and feet, it looked as if 
masculine work was never coming my way. I hated my 
almost feminine looks and did all I could to make 
myself look more of a he-man - but all without avail. 
Often in the past my appearance had counted against 
me, making me the butt for frequent ribald remarks, 
all of which I had learned to take in my stride. 
There had, of course, been occasions when my looks 
had resulted in my being offered a place just cut 
out for such as me, namely in stage productions at 
school, college and later in the Services, When- 
ever a female role had to be filled I was always 
called upon, and, though I say it myself, I was al- 
ways a success in skirts. 


Whether as a Shakespearean maiden or a modern 
girl, I invariably satisfied those responsible for 
the production, and, be it known, I thoroughly en- 
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joyed playing such female roles. Im the Services, 
in particular, where no expense or trouble was too 
great to convert the chosen fellows into alluring 
girls, I secretly delighted in being relieved of all 
normal duties, in order to be able to rehearse for 
the coming production. You see, the producer was a 
stickler for details and insisted on our dressing 
for the part from the skin out. How I loved the feel 
of a tightly-drawn corset, long silk stockings, soft 
undies, swishing skirts and high heels, while the 
whistles I got as I sexily ogled the audience and 
daringly flashed my short skirts before them were 

as music to my ears, 


But that was in the past, and now I was cursing 
the very thing that had led to such transitory glory 
- my effeminate characteristics, How I hated my 
appearance and wished that I could boast the qualities 
more befitting a man! 


One day I was standing in the queue as usual, 
when a policeman came up to me and said there was a 
person who wished to speak to me in a car across 
the square. Wondering a little as to who it could 
possibly be, yet grateful for any break in the 
monotony of standing there, I walked over to the car, 
It was chauffeur-driven and, sitting in the back, 
there was a stately lady. She came to the point 
at once and asked whether I would care to work for 
her on the domestic staff at her house. The offer 
seemed too good to be true and, when a really good 
wage was suggested, I didn't hesitate in accepting. 
The lady asked me to get in and sit with the driver, 
and we drove off to her house a few miles out of 
town, It wasn't till then that I noticed that the 
chauffeur was a smartly-dressed woman, but I thought 
no more about it, for my mind was full of the good 
luck that seemed to have come my way. Why I had 
been singled out I did not for a moment consider, 
but it wasn't long before I was to find out. On 
arrival at our destination, I followed the lady into 
a lounge and stood before her as she seated herself. 
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For almost a minute she did not speak, but just sat 
there eyeing me carefully from head to foot. I was 
just beginning to feel uncomfortable, when the bomb- 
shell fell. Addressing me, the lady said, 


"You should have been a girl! No, don't inter- 
rupt! Listen to what I have to say and then, if 
you're not satisfied with my terms, you will be free 
to go. I ama feminist and as such will have nothing 
to do with members of the male sex, except to keep 
them in their proper place - one of subservience to 
the female, A number of my friends with similar 
inclinations have successfully controlled an errant 
husband, brother or nephew by compulsorily effemin- 
ising them. For some time I have wanted to do like- 
wise, but have had no-one over whom to exert my 
authority. This is where you come in. When I saw 
you looking for work at the Labour Exchange, I was 
determined to get you into my service. Your duties 
will be very light and you will be well-treated and 
well-paid, but you will have to assume the role of 
a girl and become my maid-servant, not man-servant, 
for I would have you know that there is no male here 
at all. No, hear me out! You will be free to leave 
whenever you wish, and you may resume your male 
attire on your half-days off. I have always been 
something of a psychologist, and I don't think I'm 
far wrong in saying the thought of dressing as a girl 
appeals to you. Now I'm not going to press for an 
immediate answer. I am going out for a while and 
will return in about an hour, by which time I trust 
you will have your answer ready, - either that you 
are not interested, in which case you will be free 
to leave - to resume your hunt for work at the Labour 
Exchange - or that you will accept my terms and be- 
come my boy-maid," 


With that, she left the room, leaving me standing 
there completely bewildered. My mind was in a tur- 
moil. Here was I, being offered a good post which 
would relieve me of all worry about my immediate 
future, - but what strange conditions there were 
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going with the job! Not an hour before,, I had been 
hating my effeminate appearance, and now those very 
same looks had led to this post being offered to me. 
Further thought on the matter was momentarily inter- 
rupted by the entrance of an elderly woman, who turn- 
ed out to be the housekeeper, bearing a tray with 

tea and biscuits on it. She smiled at me and left 
without saying a word. I sat down and sipped the 
tea, and I suddenly knew I was going to take the job, 
and, what was more, that I was going to enjoy once 
again being a girl, though this time compulsorily 

and for much longer time than when I appeared in 
theatricals, And so it was that, when Madame re- 
turned an hour later, I quietly told her that I 

would like to stay with her on her terms. 


And thus began the first phase of my life in 
skirts, which was to last for so many years, indeed 
down to the present, 


The following day a lady came and measured me 
carefully from head to toe, embarrassing me more 
than a little at some of the intimate details she 
noted down, As for her, she took everything in 
quite a matter-of-fact way, ending by saying that 
she thought I'd make just as good a girl as did many 
of her other customers! This was an eye-opener to 

me, for I did not then realise just how many males 
there were about who were living entirely or partially 
as females, I have since moved in the highest levels 
of society and have found that many a smart lady 
there, or an attractive girl, is in reality a man or 
a youth who has accepted being effeminised, to a 
varying-.degree, sometimes compulsorily in the first 
place, though not infrequently completely voluntarily. 


A few days later a series of boxes arrived at 
the house, and, having been told by Madame to go with 
Maria, the housekeeper, who would assist me in my 
transformation, I picked up the boxes and followed 
her to my room, Then began in earnest my change- 
over into a girl. Maria told me to get completely 
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undressed and to slip into the little panties she 
extracted from one of the parcels. She left me to do 
this, and I proceeded to shed my male garments and 
then to ease the tight little piece of silk and lace 
into place about my thighs, so that, with a little 
manipulation, the symbol of my true sex was comple- 
tely hidden. I felt almost naked when Maria return- 
ed and eyed me up and down, saying with a smile that 
she was sure Madame had chosen well, for I already 
looked more a girl than a boy. I'm sure I blushed 
like one at any rate, though Maria didn't comment on 
this, but proceeded to lay my things out for me, 
Then she placed a little corset round my waist and 
proceeded to pull in the laces at the back. I began 
to complain, but all she did was to quote the old 
saying, "Il faut souffrir pour etre belle" (it's 
necessary to suffer to become lovely), emphasising 
the feminine word at the end! She pointed out that 
the corset was figure-forming and would be progress-~ 
ively more tightly laced each day, being eventually 
replaced by smaller corsets, Then followed the fit- 
ting of a brassiere with pads inside, which certainly 
gave me a girlish contour, Long brown silk stockings 
were smoothed up my legs and attached to the little 
be-ribboned garters hanging from my corset. Then 
followed two silk and taffeta petticoats, which 
rustled delightfully at my slightest movement. [ 
had 1ittle difficulty with the shoes with their 3-inch 
heels, though I was a little taken aback when Maria 
said Madame would not be satisfied till I could man- 
age shoes with much higher heels, My frock was 
short-sleeved, with a closed front, just below knee- 
length and in brown satin. A little make-up was 
applied to my face, a wig of shoulder-length bobbed 
fair hair fixed in place, and then followed the in- 
signia of my office, - little white lacy apron, 
collar and cap, At last I was finished, and not till 
then would Maria allow me to see myself in the long 
mirror inside my wardrobe door. I was astounded at 
the result, and secretly thrilled as I moved this 
way and that, enjoying the taut pull of-my hose and 
the brushing of the rustling skirts against my silken 
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legs. I was taken to Madame, who examined me 
thoroughly, even embarrasssing me by making me lift 
my frock and petticoats .;to reveal the full length of 
my silk-clad legs topped by the tight little panties. 


"Until you are accustomed to your things and can 
manage on your own, Maria will help you in your 
dressing and undressing, and see you pay attention 
to every point she mentions. Your own things will 
be locked away, and you'll be able to have them only 
on your half-day off, I am glad to see that you 
hardly need a razor, for that would spoil your com- 
plexion. Now let me see you walk up and down the 
room," 


I did as she asked and apparently pleased Madame 
by my short steps and swaying walk, for she com- 
plimented me on my girlishness. She said it was 
obvious that this was not my first time in skirts, 
and, in reply to her questioning, I told her of my 


earlier appearances in theatricals. She said she 
would inspect me from time to time and would ask for 
regular progress reports from Maria. She then said 
it was time I had a girl's name and decided to call 
me Paulette, derived from my original name of Paul. 


For several days I was given very little to do, 
beyond dusting, tidying up, and laundering and mend- 
ing things. Then came preparing the table and serv- 
ing at meals. Over a period of weeks, Maria grad- 
ually reduced my waistlinge by increasing the severity 
of the tight-lacing, so that I was soon the possessor 
of a 24-inch waist. Madame used to measure me from 
time to time, and, almost as if to stress her pos- 
ition of mistress, she used to take liberties, which 
I soon came to accept as part and parcel of my exist- 
ence there. These included her running her hand 
over my hips and buttocks, or prodding my bra to see 
the padding was adequate, or running her hand up the 
seams of my stockings to test their straightness and 
the tautness of my garters, excentricities which soon 
ceased to worry me, and I took no notice of them. 
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One of our older readers often observes in her 
letters, doesn't agree with all you say and as 
you know neither do I." This is said as though an 
apology were necessary, for not agreeing with me. 
Others have described the thoughts set forth in my 
Virgin Views columns as "lectures", 


Everyone is entitled to their opinion of course, 
but I must admit to being a little discouraged by 
these two attitudes. I dont care if you disagree with 
me or not, but I wish those that did would have the 
ambition and courage to set forth their ideas in a 
printable article. One of the frustrating things I 
have to deal with is the lack of feedback. From the 
smal] amount that does come in one yould think that 
most of you did agree with me. If so that is very 
fine, but if not for heavens sake say so--let's have 
a little dialogue here, This subject is certainly 
broad enough (pun intended) and deep enough to pro- 
vide the material. So make with the pen or the type- 
writer and lets make TVia more of an open forum. You 
write, I'll print. 


Even the matter of the cover on #46 brought forth 
only three comments and they were very short and .not 
very enlightening. What is your feeling about a non- 
photographic front once in a while? Did you under- 
stand and agree with the sybolism of the drawing? 

Lets hear! 


And about those "lectures", I just pour out 
thoughts that I think are worth meditating on a bit. 
Meditate and agree or meditate and disagree, but let's 
hear the results of your meditation. Surely of all 
the subjects I've written about the one in this issue 
ought to get some controvercy going because I've heard 
bits and pieces on the subject before. But let's get 
something going from reader to editor not just the 
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On my half-days off, I found it almost strange to 
put men's clothes on again, and, as I made no part- 
icular friends in the locality, I often used to 
spend my off periods sitting in my room, Then came 
the occasion which was to lead to the second phase 
of my skirted existence, 


Madame had arranged for a coterie of her feminist 
friends to call for afternoon tea, She had shown 
herself more than satisfied with my progress and 
now decided to exhibit me to her friends, I had 
been trained to answer the door and show people in, 
and then later I had to serve tea in the lounge. I 
knew I was looking my best, and I was glad when 
Madame was complimented by everyone on my femininity. 
Several nice things were said about my figure, face, 
and legs, so that I flushed with pleasure. One of 
the guests, a young Countess, asked me to show her 
the way to the bathroom. On our way she caught me 
by the arm, saying that all she wanted to do was to 
have a minute alone with me to make a proposition. 
She asked me how much I was getting there, and then 
said she would give me four times that amount, if I 
would leave Madame and go into her household instead, 
She gave me her address and asked me to visit her 
on my next half-day off, suggesting that it might be 
as well for the moment not to mention her offer to 
anyone, Later, when everyone had gone and Madame 
had shown how pleased she was with me, I retired to 
my room. I was torn between leaving Madame, who 
had been so kind to me, and joining the Countess, 
who seemed just.as kind, and who was offering me 
so much more money. In the end I decided to go and 
see the Countess. 


And so it came about that, on my next off day, I 
visited the palatial mansion that was the Countess's 
home. She received me kindly, commenting how much 
nicer I had looked in my frock than I now looked in 
trousers, She did not delay in coming to the point, 
saying that if I were prepared to come there, she 
would give me four times as much money, two half-days 
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off a week instead of one, even less duties than I 
had been doing, and, in fact, give me a life of 
comparative luxury. She went on to give her reasons 
for making the offer, flattering me by saying she 
wanted me there to show off to her friends. Then 
she said that Madame had not made the most of my 
inherent femininity, promising that, if I came to 
her, she would convert me into a really pretty girl, 
so that I could even walk out in public without any- 
one ever guessing the truth of my hidden sex. I was 
thrilled by what she said and agreed to come to her 
at the end of the month. It was not easy to leave 
Madame, who, true to her word, gave me my release 

as soon as [I requested it. 


At the Countess's, I found I had a room with a 
communicating door leading into a similar room, used 
by another young "girl", Edwina, who had been there 
for nearly a month, Edwina and I took to each other 
at once, and it wasn't long before we had exchanged 
stories, Edwina was three years younger than I, had 
been wearing skirts for just over a year and loved 
posing as a girl. As Edwin, he had been persuaded 
by his elder sister, with whom he lived, to dress as 
a girl for a party. He had been a great success and 
had subsquently developed a desire to dress in girl- 
ish things as often as possible. His sister had 
caught him secretly wearing her things, and, being 
a feminist, had sympathetically encouraged him to 
develop his feminine side. Now she had gone away 
on a world tour, and, being a close friend of the 
Countess, had persuaded her to allow Edwin, as Edwina, 
to live there during her absence. There had been 
one condition, imposed by the Countess, namely that 
Edwina should arrive at the house already dressed as 
a girl, should become a part-time maid there, and, 
above all, should live as a girl all the time. Ed- 
wina's sister had left him a considerable allowance, 
which the Countess administered on his behalf. The 
result was that, in addition to his maid's costume, 
he had a wonderful wardrobe of frocks and suits,to- 
gether with plenty of lovely undies, stockings, shoes, 


T i 
gloves and accessories, a1l1 of which I was duly shown. 
When I told him of my earlier experiences, he asked 
me whether I had had much fun with the soldiers, 

when I had appeared before and among them in skirts. 

I said I had, for I recalled having won a bet by 
leading a chap on who had no idea of my true identity. 
But it wasn't till later that I was to learn the 
significance of Edwina's idea of "fun". 


From the beginning, the Countess saw to it that 
I, too, had plenty of pretty clothes in addition to 
my smart maid's uniform, Edwina was the same height 
and build as myself, so that, when we were dressed 
in our similar maid's uniform, made up alike and 
wearing identical blonde wigs, we looked like twins. 
This idea of twin-ness the Countess developed in 
every possible way, and it pleased both Edwina and 
me to look alike, From the first, Edwina and I 
slipped in and out of each other's rooms as freely 
and as intimately as any two girls would have done, 
helping each other in lacing corsets, fastening up 
dresses, etc, It was not then obvious to me, 
though I have since come to realise it, but the 
Countess was succeeding in increasing our femininity 
by playing off each against the other, when she had 
either of us aljne, by praising some feature in the 
other's appearance, and thus, by instilling a secret 
wish to want to outdo the other, making us strive 
hard for feminine perfection. Sometimes, too, she 
would reward us by giving us a gift usually dear to 
any girl's heart, such as a bracelet, necklace, ear- 
rings, etc., and a word of praise about our face, 
figure, legs, feet or deportment, would always re- 
sult in renewed efforts to please. 


Thus the Countess, by her cunning, had no diff- 
iculty in persuading us to undergo various kinds of 
treatment, only needing to assure us as to how much 
more attractive we would look as a result. A visit- 
ing lady doctor took us in hand, and, in only a few 
months, had converted us outwardly into two pretty 
girls, Our ears were pierced to take long pendants; 
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our own hair was encouraged by friction, lotions, 
etc., to grow long, glossy and wavy, so that we 
were able to dispense with the wigs, having our own 
bobbed hair bleached to a golden colour; our skin 
was treated with expensive oriental unguents, re- 
sulting in the complete disappearance of what little 
hair growth there was, and leaving quite a velvety 
complexion; eyebrows were plucked to a thin line; 
hands came in for careful manicuring, while arms and 
legs were carefully massaged to make them smooth, 
shapely and muscle-free; tightlacing, which had be- 
come almost an obsession, to get the slim waist so 
admired by the Countess, was accelerated, so that 

we both soon had 22-inch waists over our frocks. 

Two more important changes were wrought in us, far 
more effeminising and lasting than all the others, 
and these were to do with our voice and chest. A 
minor operation caused the Adam's apple to recede 
and leave a smooth neckline, while, at the same time 
a painful course of spraying the vocal cords resulted 
in a permanent softening of the voice and a raising 
of its timbre, giving us truly girlish voices. The 
Countess had been determined to develop feminine 
breasts on us, and, to this end, the doctor gave us 
regular and frequent treatment, Pills and injections 
were supplemented by massage and the use of a vacuum 
suction pump, and there was no doubt about the success 
of the treatment, for, at the end of six months, we 
could both dispense with the falsies we had been 
constantly using, as we both now had a pair of large, 
firm breasts, with big sensitive nipples. Another 
thing was that, from the beginning, we had been made 
to wear a tiny cache-sex device, which most success- 
fully hid all sign of masculinity back between the 
thigh-tops and left us with the smoothest of girlish 
fronts, even under the most closely fitting undies, 
Yes, there was no doubt that the Countess had succ- 
eeded in her aim of completely effeminising us, as, 
by the above changes, together with careful training 
in feminine mannerisms, constantly dressing and 
treating us as girls, and even getting us to talk 
and think as girls, she had turned us into two pretty 
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females, who loved every minute of their new existence. 


As maids, we would wait on the Countess each 
afternoon, whether she were alone or with friends. 
Our appearance had to be perfect, for our mistress 
had a bitter tongue, should she feel dissatisfied. 
She would even cruelly embarrass us before visitors 
if we were negligent in any way. Dressed as twin 
French-style maids, our costume consisted of a pink 
satin frock, fitting closely to our girlish bosom 
and tiny waist and then flaring out into a diminutive 
shirt reaching to mid thigh, thus revealing the full 
length of our shapely nylon-sheathed legs, topped by 
tiny white nylon panties and a froth of frilly white 
petticoats, On our feet were five-inch-heeled pink 
satin shoes, while our arms were covered by long 
pink gloves, Heavily made-up and with golden hair 
permanently-waved, we wore long ear-pendants and 
dainty little white aprons. As we tripped about 
among the guests, surrounded by an aura of expensive 
perfume, we knew just how successful the Countess 
had been in presenting us in this startling way, for 
many were the complimentary remarks passed, sometimes 
accompanied by surreptitious fingering of the tiny 
skirtlet or stroking of nylon-clad thighs. The 
Countess was pleased, while Edwina and I were in the 
seventh heaven! 


On our afternoons off, Edwina and I usually went 
out together, and, as girls will do, we spent much 
of our time looking into the big show windows of the 
shops showing ladies' frocks, gowns, suits, shoes, 
etc, Frequently we would spend whole afternoons 
trying on pretty items that attracted us, some of 
which the Countess allowed us to buy. Although we 
walked, talked, acted and even thought as girls, I 
couldn't help thinking sometimes about how the pretty 
assistant at the modiste's would have reacted, had 
she realised that the charming young lady standing 
before her in revealingly diaphanous underwear was 
really a transformed youth. The Countess had warned 
us that, at all costs, we must keep the secret of 
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our true sex to ourselves, but there were moments 
when I felt a deep longing to have one of these 
attractive girls as a confidante. Despite my deep 
happiness at the luxury of my girlish existence, I 
seemed to sense that there was something missing in 
my life. Thinking it over in the quietness of my 
room one evening, I came to the conclusion that it 
was love that was lacking to me, - the loving and 
being loved, 


Hence, when Edwina repeated an oft-made suggest- 
ion that I should make up a foursome with her and a 
couple of boy-friends, I decided to give it a trial 
and see whether friendship with boys would fill my 
gap for me. I had known for some time that Edwina 
had a boy-friend and that she always seemed happy 
after being out with him. Perhaps I, too, would 
find happiness this way. I assumed, of course, that 
Edwina and I were being accepted for what we purport- 
ed to be, - two girls, so I determined to see if 
there was any real fun in flirting as a girl. Thus, 
when Edwina's friend, Harold, brought quite a hand- 
some friend, Robert, along in his car, I was at my 
best and looking forward excitedly to the experience. 
We drove out into the country, Edwina in the front 
with Harold, and I in the back with Robert. Robert, 
or Bob as he preferred me to call him, was well- 
spoken and interesting, but, from the glances I 
caught him giving my face, figure and legs, I knew I 
had make a hit. At a quiet spot, Edwina and Harold 
got out to go for a stroll, leaving us alone in the 
car. Bob was a fast worker, for in no time he had 
an arm round my waist and was pulling me to him to 
plant a.long, passionate kiss on my painted lips. 
He stopped to whisper in my ear, telling me what a 
lovely girl I was and how glad he was that I had 
come along. As his mouth closed over mine again, I 
felt an urge to reciprocate, so I pressed against 
him and kissed him back, He now became really pas- 
sionate, kissing my eyes, ears cheeks and lips, and 
softly stroking my hair. I was finding it all so 
exciting and I did not check him when he allowed his 
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hand to slip down and cup and press one of my breasts 
through my silk frock. Indeed, after a moment, it 
seemed only to excite me more. I pressed against 
him as his free hand passed caressingly down over 

my figure, down to my knee which was visible below 
my tucked-up skirt. Softly he stroked my nylon-clad 
legs, but, when his hand began to wander higher, I 
pressed my legs hard together fearful that my secret 
would be discovered. When his questing fingers 

tried probing still further, I pulled away from him 
and said I wasn't that sort of girl. Judge of my 
surprise when he said he knew what I really was and 
thought. I made a most realistic and lovely girl: 

Just then, the other two came back, Edwina with her 
eyes shining, and they laughed as they saw me smooth- 
ing down my frock into a more decorous position, a 
thing I had forgotten to do when the shock of being 
known as a transformed boy first struck me, 


I complained of a headache, and so they drove 
back home. Back in my room I pondered the whole 
situation and I suddenly knew I could not enjoy 
flirting with a boy who knew what I really was. Be- 
ing accepted as a bona-fide girl was one thing, but 
the thought of being made love to as pseudo-girl was 
utterly repugnant to me, When I saw Edwina a few 
hours later, I broached the subject and she seemed 
amazed at my attitude. I could only guess at the 
full significance of her somewhat cryptic remark, 
"You don't know what you're missing, dear". She 
admitted having enlightened Harold and Bob about 
‘herself and me, despite the Countess's admonition, 
but promised she would not tell any other person. 
She begged me to say nothing to the Countess and to 
let things go on between us as before, saying she 
would keep her dating of boys to herself and not 
bother me about going with her. I felt a little 
sorry for her, but realised that here, at least, 
there was a big difference in our outlook on life. 

I agreed to continue as hitherto, and so it was that 
we helped each other in dressing and un-dressing, 
lacing corsets and smoothing on long gloves, and 
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seemingly we were the same two happy girls of yore. 
But there was a difference, for, whereas I had al- 
ways come to look on Edwina as a girl, no matter in 
what state of dress or undress she was, I now came 
to consider her as just a dressed-up boy. I even 
felt embarrassed at undressing before her, turning 
my back on her when I unhooked by bra, slipped off 
my panties, rolled down my stockings, removed my 
corset and, in particular, as I removed the sex- 
deception strapping, before slipping into my filmy 
nightie and jumping into bed. Yes, there was un-~ 
doubtedly something come between us. 


Matters came to a head a few weeks later. The 
only male who ever came into the Countess's house 
was her brother, the Count. He was a profligate 
type, having very perverse ideas of pleasure. This 
I soon found, when, on one occasion he found me 
alone in the lounge, and at once proceeded to make 
violent love to me, Thinking he thought I was a real 
girl, I did not repel him as I would otherwise have 
done. Indeed, fearing he might give an adverse re- 
port to the Countess, I even gave him some encourage- 
ment, returning his kisses and caresses, though all 
the time wondering how I was going to get out of 
this predicament, Only when I sensed his questing 
fingers pass beyond the tops of my stockings to 
stroke my flat front through my panties, did I real- 
ize that once again I had been the recipient of 
perverse love, for the Count pulled his mouth away 
from mine, to whisper, "You could have fooled me any 
time, for you make a perfect girl." I jumped up, 
livid with anger, and ran to my room, heedless of 
anything.the Count might say to his sister. Still, 
nothing came of it, but, a few days Later, when the 
Countess herself caught her brother and Edwina in a 
most compromising situation, she immeadiately showed 
her extreme displeasure for such perversions by 
sending Edwina to her room, Later she called Edwina 
to her, told her that she had sent her brother away 
and that now she intended sending Edwina back to her 
own sister, with a report on her recent behaviour, 
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More like a girl than ever, Edwina broke down and 
cried, but the Countess was adamant, and so I saw 
no more of either the Count or Edwina. 


And this brings me to the third phase of my life 
in skirts, - the one which has lasted all these 
years until the present day. Although now alone, I 
was still very happy at the Countess's, and I con- 
tinued as before to serve tea to her and her friends, 
On one occasion, among those friends, there was a 
young and obviously wealth lady, to whom I seemed 
drawn more than I had ever been attracted to anyone 
before, What was more, I found on being cornered 
by this young lady in a passage-way that she too had 
more than a passing interest in me. She gave me her 
name and address and asked me to call on her on my 
next half-day off. She gave no reason, and I asked 
for none, but I was all agog with excitement in ant- 
icipation of the interview. On the afternoon in 
question, I was particularly careful about my app- 
earance, and I know I looked my best. 


Arriving at the lady's address, I was shown in, 
and, after tea had been served, we were left comp- 
letely alone, She came over and sat beside me on the 
settee, took one of my hands and looked me straight 
in the eyes, as she asked whether I was one of those 
girl-boys who loved being kissed and caressed by men. 
I was honest in my reply, which made her laugh, for 
I told her that I didn't mind it when the man thought 
I was a real girl, but that I abhorred it when I was 
made love to by a man who knew of my real sex. She 
seemed relieved and, for a moment, there was silence. 
Then she went on, speaking quite frankly, telling me 
that she used to have Lesbian tendencies. Now she 
had lost those, but the idea appealed to her of 
having a girl whom she could love, but who was really 
a male. I knew then all at once that here was a 
case of affinity of souls, for I felt drawn in love, 
to her, and she to me. She it was who took me in 
her arms, and not I her in mine. She it was who 
declared her love for me and proceeded to show me 
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how deeply she felt. She it was who, despite the 
shortness of our acquaintanceship, asked me to marry 
her, and my answer - of course it was "Yes", At 
last I had found what I had been looking for during 
these past months, - real love. Had anyone looked 
in on us during the ensuing hour, they would surely 
have been more than a little puzzled, possibly 
shocked, to see two attractive females in such close 
loving embrace} 


This tale is soon ended, The Countess was sorry 
to lose me, but gave me her blessing, especially 
when assured that I was going to continue my life in 
skirts. I had some difficulty trying to look like 
a man in borrowed suit and with my hair greased 
down - all this for the wedding ceremony at the 
registrar's office. But thereafter I was able to 
resume my beloved feminine things, appearing to 
the everyday world as my wife's sister, even though 
she had ample proof of my maleness when we were 
alone together. And so it has gone on till this 
day, with myself taking an active part in my wife's 
business. that of Modiste. 


gar 2 


"Stop squirming, Jim. I was always 
taught that after a quarrel, good 
friends kissed and made-up!" 
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PROBLEMS OF FEMME LIVING 


Dear Virginia, 


My goodness TVIA has grown up: It really has 
it's long panties on. 


I've now read number 5 on through the current 
issue. I've done it the hard way as I bought back 
issues piecemeal and skipped from issue to issue, 
but believe I've correlated enough to get a cross 
section of what TVIA has struggled for and accomp- 
lished. 


What a far cry now from the cheescake, skirts up 
and garters showing and the person to person ads - 
"~T.V. and bondage enthusiast" of the early issues to 
the current issues, dignified and catering only to 
the F.P. 


Of courst I recognize the driving force behind 
TVIA, you Virginia, working, plugging and exposing 
yourself to the hazards and misunderstandings by 
outsiders - all the things most TVs avoid. 


TVIA is bound to expand, There doubtless are 
thousands upon thousands of F,P.s yet to be reached. 
The lone souls who can be released from their tensions 
and guilt complexes if they can be found. 


Please continue your present policy. You must 
run Chavalier Publications autocratically or the 
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whole structure would collapse, run wild, blow up 
and lose its good and definite purpose. Dammit, 
(my brother speaking) I hope you make a million 
dollars! You are entitled to it. 


For me, my story is just repetition of the major- 
ity of the others whose stories I have read in TVIA. 
I don't know how it happened but apparently I ran 
the normal course, the guilty secret behind locked 
doors, the frequent purges, the firm resolution and 
attempts to scale the unsurmountable peak to prove 
to myself I was all man. Then - more buying, and 
back to it again. I was so alone anddid not under- 
stand my compulsion. I can understand the occasional 
TV suicide, 


Just a few years back with our children married 
and away in far places, my wife (40th anniversary 
this year) somehow indicated she would tolerate my 
proclivity and tensions were eased, But - with the 
advent of my first TVIA magazine (No. 25), I for the 
first time in my life became fully aware of my make-~ 
up and began to understand myself. What a tremend- 
ous relief! 


I now know I must live with my sister as she is 
part of me. The "Wives Book" has helped and grad- 
ually my wife is beginning to accept my sister and 
all three of us can live out our lives in harmony. 
Actually at this moment, as I write this with a TVIA 
open before me (for inspiration), my wife is sitting 
beside me, calmly embroidering! 


I do not expect full understanding as I can't 
believe any G.G, or non-F,.P, - or even our learned 
doctors who have studied TV will ever fully under- 
stand an F.P. God is the only one who understands, 
as he made us. So as you suggest, I'm going to 
relax and enjoy it. 


Faithfully, 


Inez 
@ 


by Donna 


I was captured on the field of battle fair 
And delivered to a maid with golden hair, 
"Obey me," spake she coyly with a smile, 
"And I will free thee in a little while." 


"But command me!'' I exhorted "And I'1l vanquish any 
deed 

Then return me to my people, with great haste and 
utmost speed." 

"T'1l return you when you're ready, even though you 
are a knave 

For warring with my people." said she, "New, begin 
to shave!" 


My suburned cheeks were hairless in a trice. 
The maid said sweetly, "Yes, that's very nice. 
Now continue with your blade from chin to toe, 
I'm a modest girl and so, for now I'1l go." 


"Stay, fair maiden,'' I entreated, "for you surely 
must be daft!" 

"Nay, Lord Frederick, Get thee started, top and 
bottom, fore and aft, 

Or my father, good Lord Hubert, will make thy neck 
a mess." 

With a swish of hips she left me. So I started to 
undress. 


The razor moved quite slowly in my hand 

But eventually it sliced off every strand 

Then to my horror intered through the door, 

The maid complete with giggling handmaids, four. 
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"Here, cover up thy nudity with silken pantaloons." 

I quickly did as I was bid, the greatest of buffoons. 

Then these virginal monsters thrust on me a corselet 
of white 

Three lovely witches held me fast, two other laced 
it tight. 


"Milady, I shail surely die of shame!" 
"Lord Freddie, you will never be the same 

Unless you cease this cruel and stupid war." 
"Please continue." gasped I, fainting to the 


floor. 


When I wakened the fine demons had a harness on my 
chest 

Which appeared to be a version of a hiker's satin 
vest 

Laden with two painted grapefruit. At my comment, 
smiles did crack. 

"This knapsack's wrong upon me, You've got it front 
to back." 


My legs with silken stockings they did gird 
With many a taunting wink and teasing word. 
Then came a deed both horrible and shoddy. 

A pale green gown went o'er my warrior's body. 


Golden slippers for my feet that yearned much more 
for sturrups, 

Bracelets, necklaces and earrings, giggles, laughs 
and brazen chirrups 

My hair was long as was all knight's, but soon ‘twas 
an array 

Of curls and bangs and ribbons and feminine in every 
way. 


Red paint, white powder covered all my face. 
Perfume everywhere, and at my wrists, some lace. 
"Ah, prithee! Maiden, send me to a cell!" 

"Nay, Freida, now you must learn to curtsey well." 
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They put me through some paces that I'd never done 
before. 

Swishing hips, pouting lips, flirting and such 
girlish lore. 

I strummed a harp and sewed, sang and learned to 
giggle, too. 

And decided that my favorite, was a silken gown of 
blue. 


Weeks later she said, "Freida, now your on your 
own, 

Return thee to thy war and to thy throne. 

But always dress just as you are today." 

I said "Maiden is there still another way?" 


Now the fighting all is finished, but three days of 
every week 

Lord Frederick jousts and fences, for the practice 
he does seek. 

For three more days she'll change her ways and rule 
with velvet glove 

But her Sunday gown is special for she brings the 
maid her love. 


By; Virginia Joy - FE-M-1 


The boy looks in the mirror of his mind 
And sees a little maid an elf-princess, 
Petite, enchanting, feminine and kind - 
And knows his heart beats in her dainty dress. 


The youth explores his hidden, deep desires, 
And longs to be a girl, beguiling, coy, 
Feminine, exquisite, So he attires 

His gentle soul in girlhood - and in joy. 


The man, both masculine and feminine, 
Yearns to express his gracious womanhood, 
Pictures himself a lovely lady, fine, 

And elegant, and sweet, and - understood. 
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by Sheila (30-B-2) FPE 


by H. R. Hays. New York, Putman, 1964. 296 p, + 11 
bibl. + 7 index, Hardcover, $5.95. 


"There are not many books about women that make 
sense - not even those written by women, much less 
those written by men. Mr. Hays's book is therefore 
all the more of an exception, especially since he 
tries - and succeeds in - writing neither from the 
woman's nor the man's point of view, but from that 
of a fair and objective observer who does not wish 
to take sides in the great'battle of the sexes'," 


The above quotation is from a review of this same 
book by Drs. Phyllis and Eberhard Kronhausen; I have 
tried in vain to improve on it. There is no doubt 
that Mr. Hays has been able to draw up a rightfully 
scorching indictment of man's inhumanity to women; 
and of the fear that so much of the male world bears 
against the female. He offers three reasons for this 
fear (and resulting hatred): first, the standard 
Freudian dogma of castration fear, replete with es- 
amples of the "toothed vagina" fantasy; second, 
fear of the unknown or alien, with her possible 
magical powers; and third, fear and horror of the 
"unclean" details of the female biology. 


At this point, I must comment that he missed one 
strong point. It was not from lack of access, as he 
cites (but does not quote) Ashley Montagu"s THE 
NATURAL SUPERIORITY OF WOMEN; but he fails to draw 
the (to me) obvious inference that males not only 


suspect that they are inferior but also actively 
resent it. A handier source of fear and hatred is 
hard to find! The belittling of women then follows 
naturally. That Montagu was correct is borne out by 
recent research at Stanford, which shows evidence 
that the male is nothing more than a modified (some 
would say "defective") form of the basic FEMALE 
pattern of all life! 


Aside from this typically male oversight, Mr. 
Hays does very well. His documentation of the anti- 
female attitude is, if anything, excessive; it cer- 
tainly proves this problem is world-wide and as old 
as history. He traces the connection of anti-feminism, 
homosexuality and sado-masochism in masterly fashion. 
He ends with a plea for mutual understanding; and 
may I echo that - in the hope that hatred of the 
TV will vanish in the process?! 


This 
Sister 
Did'nt Mark 
Her Pictures 


"You, TV's are a bunch of idiots....you just 
don't have the know-how, the technique for getting 
society's OK.'' The preceding statement--as you can 
gather--was thrust at me during a social evening in 
which there were some 10 non-TV's present. They had 
heard of our efforts to break the present Berlin 
Wall of prejudice and most of them shook their heads 
sadly. You'll never live to see acceptance--said 
another. And the friend who called us idiots - a 
cynic- came back to add: "Why don't you try the re- 
ligious approach. It never fails to gain acceptance, 
no matter how kooky it may seem!" 


All of the above was duly recorded in that little 
file we all seem to carry just above the level of our 
subconscious and I didn't think much about it until 
very recently. My Chinese friend, Lily, finds her- 
self constantly prodded and queried by my insatiable 
curiosity to find out how other people live, think 
and dream, After a few brief excursions into the 
fascinating world of Cantonese I suddenly hit upon 
the subject of religion. Lily was brought up in a 
Buddhist household and she happened to remark that 
Koon Yum, the Goddess of Kindness, was a man: I 
almost drove the car we were traveling in into a 
ditch. "Would you kindly elucidate." I demanded. 
And Lily proceeded to tell me that about half of the 
Buddhist population of China, some 300 million, wor- 
ship Koon Yum, the Goddess whom one appeals to when 
in trouble. She protects you from mental and physical 
pain. In every village in China you'll find a shrine 
of Koon Yum, and it is a rare household that does 
not have a book of prayers sp: cially devised to ap- 
peal to the compassionate heart of this marvellous 
divinity. Legend has it that Koon Yum, a young man, 
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was an ardent follower of Buddha and in his efforts 
to attain perfection, he became convinced that the 
only road to follow was the road of femininity. So 
he dressed as a woman and lived as one, and upon his 
death he became a Goddess, the most revered of the 
Buddhist Gods, At this point in the narrative I al- 
most choked Lily. Knowing this all along, she had 
remained silent! Instantly plans began to shape up... 
How about a shrine to Koon Yum at the resort? Lily 
will get an image of Koon Yum, in Chinatown, a good 
sized statue of the Goddess-~and we've even chosen 
the flat rock upon which we'll build the shrine. 

Now, let us match this Eastern bit of religion with 
the legend of Venus Castina, in some respects Koon 
Yum's alter ego from the West. The ancient Romans 
did not say that Venus Castina was a man, but at any 
rate, she was the Goddess who lent ears to the ang- 
uished prayers emanating from feminine souls locked 
up in male bodies, (This proves that our "girl with- 
in" philosophy is old stuff, nothing new to it.) To 
me, the amazing thing is that such beliefs were quite 
common in those days and nobody thought of sending 
for the psychiatrist! 


So we have Koon Yum in the East and Venus Castina 
in the West. (Castina, by the way, comes from the 
Latin "casta" which means "chaste". In other words: 
a Venus who listened to female souls who had to be 
chaste simply because they hadn't a body to go with 
their feelings.) 


As Lily and I played around with the idea of 
erecting two shrines at the resort: one for Koon Yum 
and another for Venus Castina, I suddenly remembered 
the remark with which I opened this column: the 
religious approach to TVism is order to obtain ac- 
ceptance, Let's toy with the idea for a while, just 
for kicks. We all know that the US constitution is 
extremely sensitive when it comes to regulations that 
might limit religious freedom. We even have to stand 
helplessly aside when the Muslims gather for their 
rituals to preach hatred towards whites. They are 
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protected by the law because they are a religious 
sect, and as such they are untouchable. So, let us 
imagine for a moment the emergence of a cult dedicated 
to the ideals of kindness, beauty, love and non- 
violence, A cult puilt around tue premise tuat tue 
reign of masculine qualities: strengtn, migut, power, 
pugnaciousness, punishment, vengeance and war has 
amply proven itself a total failure. That progress, 
based on male assertiveness, has produced at best, 
only the development of the material world, a world 
where values are measured in kilowatts, horsepower, 
dollars and material posessions, The spiritual 
world has lost ground in the same degree tnat the 
material world has advanced. That the real values 

to be saught in a spiritually oriented society are 
the values of Love, Beauty, Tenderness, and Kindness, 
And these values - by society's own choice, have 
been tagged as eminently feminine....and therefore... 
the road to perfection lies along the worship,search 
and identification of mankind with the feminine. 


For ages the great world religions have worshipped 
a Father God, who ruled by might, punishment and 
judgement. Even Buddhism, the gentlest in spirit, 
is not without blots of violence upon its record. 
Why can't there emerge a religion that enthrones a 
Heavenly Mother instead of a Heavenly Father? If 
we go back far enough in time, we reach the Minoan 
civilization, whose religion was the worship of a 
Divine Mother who symbolized the reproductive forces 
of nature, 


Also in ancient Levant, the God Tammuz was a 
lesser deity. His spouse the Goddess Ishtar, the 
greater, The same was true of Osiris, brother & 
lover of the Goddess Isis in ancient Egypt. The 
cult I envision would center upon a feminine deity 
(Koon Yum? Venus Castina?)...it would command us 
to worship the Feminine and to exert every effort 
to mirror that divinity in thought and in action. 
Our ritual would demand the wearing of feminine 
clothes-so as to divest ourselves of the evil qualities 
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brought about by the supremacy of the Masculine over 
the Feminine. There would not be male priest, only 
priestesses (GG's of course)...only those men among 
the faitnful who proved sincerity in their adoption 
and emulation of femininity would be considered for 
the eventual position of "priestesses", By the same 
token, the Goddess would strictly forbid the women 
from demeaning themselves by adopting male clothing. 
It would be the duty of the men to wear dresses as 

a requisite to attend church services. So if some- 
one should complain that our cult was aiming at the 
establishment of a Matriacrchy...our answer would be: 
could a Matriarchy be any worse than the disgusting 
Patriarchal system that has led mankind to the sorry 
ethical depths we find ourselves in today? 


And here ends this vision. My friend-the cynic- 
says this is the quickest road to freedom for the 
transvestite. Surround - he says--the whole "bit" 
with ritual, altars, prayer books, incense (perfume 
would be more appropriate, I think) and present 
yourselves as a new cult. No one would dare touch 
you -he says- and to top it all...no taxes: Our 
dresses wigs, shoes and make-up would be part of the 
rites, As a kick-off, I found - after some research, 
a prayer which is part of the Hindu Tantric cult, 
prayer which is recited at the beginning of the day. 


"Oh Mother Divine, Thou art beyond the reach of 
our praises; Thou pervadest every particle of the 
universe; all knowledge preceeds from Thee, O Infinite 
Source of Wisdom. Thou dwellest in every female form, 
and all women are Thy living representatives upon 
earth," 


Comments, anyone? ???? 222? 


At any rate, those of you who may come some week- 
end to Casa Susanna in the Catskills, shouldn't be 
surprised to find a statue of Koon Yum atop a flat 
rock, surrounded by flowers..and a few yards away, 
atop a stump of solid wood, her sister from the West: 
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Venus Castina, We might even go for. bracelet charms 
with the figure of Koon Yum, or even a K.¥. lapel 
button that might seve as identification among TV's 
moving about in the non-TV world. Anyway it's a 
project that should produce at least lots of fun. 


And speaking of fun, we've had plenty of it this 
year at the resort. Daphne from Toronto holds the 
highest score in days spent at Casa Susanna during 
this season: 4 separate week-ends and an entire 15 
day vacation. And she drives about 400 miles each 
way! How does she do it? For one thing she's been 
smart enough nd to get married, so she is free to 
come and go as she pleases when she wants to. She 
is a TV whose greatest happiness is to be dressed. 
PERIOD, She does not insist on "going out", she 
dogs not need alcohol to keep her happy (she's a 
complete teetotaler) and the only indulgence she 
allows to Daphne is TEA....gallons of it: During 
the day she wears loafer, skirt (full skirt) and 
blouse..this, she says, is her "working outfit"... 
and by golly, she is always puttering around, doing 
this and that...evenings she dresses in her best 
and she does look terrific. Thanks to Daphne we 
have now a diving board at our private lake...the 
only break in her TV life is when she goes swimming 
-»eher brother does it for her. 


A most charming newcomer among our guests has 
been Debbie. Makes a fantastic personality change 
from masculine to feminine...an unfailing sense of 
humor (I wish more TV's had it) and a perfect lady 
in her behaviour, She also knows the secret of the 
smile, Few TV's realize what a smile can do for 
appearance, for making friends, for better, more 
feminine pictures, There's too many among us for 
whom a smile is a most difficult thing, Is it self- 
consciousness? Guilt? Fear? 


And then of course there has been Kathy Little. 


Good idea to pick a complete name, Makes it much 
easier for correspondence and even introductions, 
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A very dedicated TV who is now in the process of 
learning the “out-of-the-closet" life. She improves 
every time I see her. Will get "there" eventually 
(and I don't mean Casablanca). A good friend, 
thoughtful and kind. Wants criticism...and she 
certainly gets it from me! 


We also had the pleasure of seeing two TV wives 
at the resort this Summer: Wilma's Gertrude who, in 
exactly 10 minutes, became a part of the family. 
Hated to see her go. Nice to talk to and extremely 
understanding of our foibles. And then there was 
Jody's GG, as beautiful as ever but hers was such a 
short visit that when Marie came out to announce that 
supper was ready, Jody had already snatched her away. 
e».we missed her marvellous sense of humor and her 
femininity which is eminently imitable (or should be) 
by most of us. 


I do hope that the gals I haven't mentioned wont 
be hurt...I remember them all and loved their company. 


SCENES NEVER TO BE FORGOTTEN:....Kathy's expression 
while being trapped on the road by a motorist who 
asked her for directions....Barbara's concern at 
suddenly being introduced to two strangers (non-TV's) 
who dropped in to say hello to Susanna...My own 
expression of deep disappointment upon seeing a 
close-up picture of yours truly in color (Ugh!); 
some catty TV whispered: pictures don't lie...... 
The uncanny way my cat "Lady" reads me no matter 
how I am dressed, I can't fool her even if I bathe 
myself in perfume.....Daphne, high on a ladder, 
hammering away and skirts flying in the wind,...... 


THINGS I COULD WELL DO WITHOUT......'.A nectie for 
Christmas,..A TV addressing other TV's (all dressed) 
as "you guys"....The TV wife who says: "Do you have 
to get dressed today?....The TV who asks you to keep 
her suitcase at your apartment "for a few days" and 
you don't hear from her in months.....The TV who is 
unhappy unless plans include "going out",....The lack 
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of 20/20 vision in most TV's when they appraise them- 
selves in the mirror.....The TV who says "I just put 

on a little powder and it didn't look bad at all"... 

The TV who roams outdoors where he might be seen 
and decides to remove his wig.....The TV who threatens 
to commit suicide because of intolerance at home 

and doesn't do anything about his situation..... 
Frederick's hip and fanny pads who leave a horrible 
depression between hip and fanny.....Kids dropping 
in.....Kids staying for more than five minutes.... 
kids......The TV who complains about his big waist- 

line but won't do anything about it....The TV who : 
can't even sew a button on a blouse..... ; 


Of course I want to make perfectly clear that 
none of the complaints just mentioned apply to any 
of the TV's I've met, (With this disclaimer I avoid 
any kickbacks, right?). And finally, one confession: 
I did not have my ears pierced as I had promised 
myself I would. I made the mistake of asking for 
too many people's opinion about what I was about to 
do...and 90% oppossed the idea, their main objection 
being: what will you say if people at your business 
place should notice? I guess from so much mulling 
it over I got “chicken" and I didn't do it. Funny 
thing I feel terribly guilty about this. As if I 
had betrayed Susanna, 


Anyway....onwards we go...there's so much joy in 
being a Nam Ban Noy Johng...and by the way, let me 
use this column as a vehicle to tell Virginia that 
of course I'll be delighted to cooperate on the series 
of tests programmed with UCLA, 
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Not to question Susanna's spelling, but I am wonder- 
ing if "Koon Yum" is not a dialect or provincial 
spelling of another diety I have heard of called 
"Quan Yin". Maybe the transliteration into English 
is at fault but I think these two Godesses, who were 
both males, are one and the same..... 

VIRGINIA 
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22-B-2 Debbie - N.Y. 
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Yingin Views 


Ignorance breeds fear, 
fear breeds distrust and 
distrust breeds condemna- 
tion and ostracism. This 
is the chain of events in 
regards to the problem of 
homosexuality in society. 
It is also and more poign- 
antly the problem for the 
true transvestite. Nothing 
is more basic to our in- 
securities, self-condemn- 
ation and non-acceptance 
than the problem of homo- 

sexuality. 


It is not my job to explain mediate, or inter- 
cede in the conflict between society and its homosex- 
ual minority. The gay world is doing pretty well in 
taking care of its own problems. However, I do regard 
it as within my perogatives and possibly to be consid- 
ered my obligation as Editor of TRASVESTIA to go into 
a discussion of this subject for the benefit of the 
many among us who have not been able to come to terms 
with this problem in relation to themselves. 


Let us begin a consideration of the subject with 
a few clarifications. To begin with, because one has 
had one or a few homosexual erotic experiences does 
not make one a homosexual, Kinsey reported that no 
less than 37% of the male population has had one or 
more homosexual experiences during his lifetime. In 
trying to hadle the problem he found it necessary to 
construct a scale from 0 to 6, On this scale 0 and 6 
were exclusively hetero and exclusively homo, 3 was 
about equally divided and the 1,2,4, and 5 groups re- 
presented various stages in between. Dr. Kinsey and 
his group made it at clear that there is no 
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clearcut hetero-homo division, that it is a spectrum 
and this is the reason for his 7 classifications. 
Therefore, any reader who happens to have had one or 
a few homosexual experiences need not carry around a 
big load of guilt about it for the rest of his life. 
He has a lot of company among the total non-TV pop- 
ulation and so should relax on this score at least. 


The second point to be cleared up is that only a 
relatively small percentage of these who are predomin- 
antly attracted to their own sex (among males that is) 
ever have any interest in feminine attire. Public 
ideas have it that this is standard practice among the 
gay set. As a matter of fact a large percentage of 
the homosexual world does not particularly approve of 
the "Queens" because they are the overt element that 
contributes to the public image and gives the rest a 
"bad name'', Dressing among the homosexuals is an in- 
frequent event and, in any case it is an entirely dif- 
ferent kind of a phenomenon, so TVs can relax on that 
score too. 


Last year I decided to check out some opinions 
about Queens so I dreampt up 10 questions which I felt 
would distinguish between the Queens and the TV types. 
There was to be a drag ball, so I went to it as Virg- 
inia along with several other TVs, 1 wife and a couple 
of straight friends, It is always an interesting ex- 
perience, I spent a good part of the evening looking 
for Queens that I could corner long enough to check 
out my questions with. Altogether I questioned 16 
persons, Most of them thought I had holes in my head 
for asking such questions but I stuck with it. I was 
particularly interested in the reaction to the quest- 
ion as to whether they ever had any kind of sex rela- 
tions with a man while wearing feminine attire. Not 
only did I get uniform "no" answers but I also got 
quite a lot of heat with it. Such replies delivered 
vehemently as, "of course not, I take this silly stuff 
off, I'm a boy."" The whole reply was one of exasper- 
ation with me for asking such a silly question. Know- 
ing that to have sex with a woman while wearing fem- 
inine things is a very common desire (the questionaire 
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results ran from 17 to 47% on various articles of at- 
aire) I thought this would be a good distinguishing 
question and it was. Not only the denial but the con- 
siderable emotion with which the whole idea was dis- 
missed was very revealing. 


Here are the questions asked and the results: 


How often do you dress? 

Ans, From 2 to 12 times per year, always for parties. 
What do you wear underneath the dress? 

Ans, Shorts-13; Panties-1; Nothing-1. 

Do you enjoy being dressed when by yourself? 

Ans. Yes-2; No-13. 

Would you enjoy being mistaken for a woman by a 
man? Ans. Yes-6; No-8; No ans.-l. 

Do you go out as a woman? 

Ans. No-14; Occasionally-1. 

Do you get any sexual thrill from dressing? 

Ans, WNoe-l5. 

Which developed first, being gay or dressing? 
Ans, Being gay-12; Dressing-2; Same time-l. 

Do you try to be feminine in all ways or just as 
to appearance? Ans. All ways-6; Appearance-9, 
Would you like to live all time as a woman even 
without men? Yes-1: No-14, (The yes vote was 
from same one that said she wore panties beneath) 
Do you ever have any sex experiences while in fem- 
ine attire: Yes-0; No-15. 

I said I questioned 16 persons and the above re- 
sults only show a total of 15, The reason for this is 
that one of those I talked to gave all the "wrong" an- 
swers. By the time I had asked the first 6 questions 
and gotten uniformly opposite answers to the others [I 
stopped and told this person, "I've got news for you: 
You are not homosexual!" She looked rather surprised 
and said something like, "well, I'm not sure, I don't 
know." I went on to tell her that she was probably 
under the impression that any min who had feminine 
interests must be homosexual a: that the only place 
she could find any understandi; of her interests was 
in gay circles. She nodded as: nt to this and I con- 
tinued to tell her that there were thousands of per- 
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fectly heterosexual men who enjoyed the feminine side 
of their nature in dresses. She looked surprised and 
I said, “come with me". I took her over and intro- 
duced her to my TV friends and the wife of one who 
was there and left her to get acquainted while I con- 
tinued my poll, Later I sat beside her during the 
costume judging and asked her what her thoughts were 
by that time, She replied very seriously and thank- 
fully, "I think you caught me just in time." 


Subsequently I have met this person several times 
as a man, found that he likes girls as well as the rest 
of us, likes dancing with them, etc. He is now a mem- 
ber of F,P,E, I cite this interesting case as a per- 
fect example of how individuals thru ignorance feel 
that they must be homosexual, begin to run with the 
gay crowd and would certainly sooner or later be se- 
duced into gay life. The homosexual thinkers and the 
psychiatrists would undoubtedly say that such a person 
was a "latent" homosexual anyway and dismiss the whole 
matter, This conveniently overlooks the fact that the 
gender interests of the person led him, through ignor- 
ance of the fact that gender variations and sexual var- 
iations were not the same thing, to go to, with and in- 
to the only group that seemed to offer understanding 
and so be swept into the homosexual world. 


ft is one of the unhappy aspects of minority 
group activity that they are almost always intolerant 
of other minorities--sort of a compensatory action I 
suppose, It is no less true of our group. Many of 
our members are very intolerant of homosexuals and 
I'm sure will be upset by this column (so I'1l probably 
get some feedback at last), Because of our own inner 
guilt and because of our ignorance of my constantly 
reiterated statement that ''Sex and Gender are NOT the 
same thing", we are in some ways worse than the reg- 
ular heterosexual crowd in our denunciations of the 
homosexual community. As I said in the first sentence 
fear is bred in us through ignorance of what homosex- 
uality actually is (and what it isn't which is even 
more important) and this in turn leads to distrust, 
condemnation and ostracism from our social contacts. 
I don't think this is either right or wise. 
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We need to realize that most of the social anta- 
gonism that we labor under is due to the arbitrary 
classification of TVism as just a special case of 
homosexuality. This is where my sex vs, gender argu- 
ments come in most strongly. When people come to see 
TVism as a gender variation and not as a sex variation 
as homosexuality is, we may achieve some understanding. 
But in the meantime the homophile community is going 
and going strong. While there are only 2 journals in 
the TV field (excluding those pseudo TV publications 
that are put out just to cater to the TVs loneliness 
and ignorance and for the purpose of making a buck), 
there are many in the gay field; ONE, TANGENTS, DRUM, 
MATTACHINE REVIEW, VECTOR, THE LADDER (lesbian) among 
the more influential and a great many more besides. 


Recently in San Francisco the various homophile 
groups had a national planning convention. It was 
held in one of the major hotels, and was chairmanned 
by a minister whose mission was set up by his church 
(United Church of Christ), specifically to deal with 


this area. As I was in town for that weekend on other 
business (which included having a meeting with our 
Alpha Epsilon chapter of FPE in Oakland), I attended 
the final session of this group as an observer. I 
took the occasion to meet the minister referred to 

and his charming wife and we got to be good friends. 

I arranged for them to attend our TV meeting on Monday 
night so that they could add our point of view to 
their perspective. 


My point about this is that the homophile group 
is on the march to obtain public acceptance. Sexual 
victorianism is pretty much on the skids anyway and 
with the help of the church itself, the classical 
source of the moral point of view in our culture and 
the institution therefore most responsible for the 
isolation of the homosexual (and consequently the TV) 
they are making great strides in public awareness and 
acceptance, I think it is in order that we keep an 
observer status in this field and stand by to aid their 
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cause when it will aid ours and to extract from their 
experiences and their contacts with authorities and 
influential groups any contacts and opportunities that 
may be to our advantage. I am doing this for the ben- 
efit of all of us, Perhaps others of you will find 
yourselves in a position to do the same, The world 
needs understanding all around and for all people, not 
just for this group or that, Things are on the move 
and 20 years from now the world of today will seem 
like the middle ages. 


In furtherance of my public education efforts I 
attended a large gathering sponsered by the ACLU, the 
group whose program I was on in San Diego (related in 
TVis #38). I went as Virginia of course, knowing full 
well and hoping that people would recognize me from 
San Diego. Several did and spoke to me and the accept- 
ance was perfectly straightforward. They knew what I 
was but they accepted me because I had had the courage 
to come out and say so, to be frank, educational, in- 
teresting and above all human. There IS hope girls, 

VIRGINIA 


Virginia visits Crystal 
Epsilon Chapter, Oakland, Calif. 
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Editorial Emanations 


I. NEW CONTACT ADDRESS: For those using or intend- 
ing to use the Person to Person servics thru CONTACT 
please note a change of address to 1405 S. Highland 
Ave. Los Angeles 19, Calif. This is simply a mail 
drop arrangement I have made to conform to the Post 
Office's ruling about using a P.O. Box for forwarding 
purposes. So don't forget the change. 


II. TV. JEWELRY: May I call your attention again to 
the TV jewelry that was announced in #40. The FPE 
Brooch (I was called down by one of the girls for 
spelling it "broach" but on checking the dictionary 

I find they are both correct) is a nice pin suitable 
and appropriate for wearing on a man's tie (my brother 
frequently wears it) and also on a girls dress. Also 
there is the special key ring with a pretty little 
gold high heeled pump as the ornament. It's kind of a 
symbolic way of having your heels with you in miniature 
The FPE brooch is $4 and $1 of this will go to the FPE 
treasury, The key ring is $2.50. Order directly from 
Chevalier. Box 36091, Los Angeles, Calif. 


III. CORRESPONDENCE: This column has to serve the 
purpose of a general communication medium between your 
Editor and her readers. So right here may I say thank 
you for the many interesting letters that come in and 
at the same time offer my regrets that I cant answer 
them all. I've got a pile literally 3 inches deep on 
my desk of those that really ought to be answered for 
one reason or another yet I cant get to it. There is 
so much to do that some things just have to be passed 
by and correspondence is the most expendable except 
where vitally necessary. So I hope you wont person- 
ally be hurt when you dont get a reply. Please dont 
let this stop you from writting however as I read 
what comes in even if I can't answer it. 
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IV. DELAY IN MAILING ITEM: A number of the items 
that Chevalier Offers are things that in turn have 
to be bought from manufacturers. Sometimes these are 
greatly delayed in arriving due to backlogs at the 
factory. This has particularly been the case with 
the Phantom Phannys and the bras, I'11 ship within 
a week when I have the merchandise in stock but when 
I dont, I have to patiently sit by until it arrives. 
Please don't bug me about it if you don't get it right 
off, Remember it takes about 5 days for your letter 
to reach me and about 5 for the package to reach you. 
Add to this the fact that I can't get to the mail 
every day and you have a bare minimum of 2 weeks from 
the time of ordering. On the other hand if an item 
doesn't come within a month go ahead and inquire about 
it. If I haven't gotten the order, or if I have made 
a boo boo and overlooked it you will get a note of 
explanation or apology. If on the other hand you 
don't get a reply you can be sure that either it has 
already been sent or I am unable to send it because 
I haven't got it. You will, I hope, realize the prac- 
tical necessity of not answering things that I can't 
do anything about at the moment. It is just more 
time consumed, I don't want any of you to feel in- 
hibited about asking about things but I thought I'd 
make my system clear to you so there would be no hard 
feelings. I do the best I can but that is sometimes 
not enough, so bear with me please. 


V. RESEARCH QUESTIONAIRE RESULTS: All Chevalier's 
regular offerings are listed in the price list which 
makes up the last 2 pages of each issue, but one 
thing does not appear there so I feel that I might 
with justification remind you about it. This is the 
compilation of the results of the questionaire which 
was mailed out originally about 2 years ago. The re- 
sults of this survey provided the material for the 
paper I read to the psychiatrists in Hawaii last 
year. I had a couple of hundred copies of this mim- 
eographed. It is 18 pages long and gives the tabula- 
ted results of the questionaire plus the paper itself 
which is concerned with interpretations. For those 
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of you who are interested in acquiring more back- 
ground information about TVism or who are having 

wife troubles or have a psychiatrist, doctor or coun- 
sellor friend interested in the subject this should 
be of value. The cost is $2 and there are only about 
40 of them left, so if you want one better get with 
ts 


VI. HAWAIL AGAIN: I have for several years back had 
the idea of a book in the back of my mind but never 
time enough to get going on it. So this year I am 
going to Hawaii (again as Virginia) and to a nice 
quiet hotel that I spotted last year. Having done 
the tourist bit I wont be tempted by that and being 
away from home base there wont be any phones and other 
disturbances so maybe I can concentrate on organizing 
it. Two weeks to write a book is rather ridiculous 
but at least I should get it well outlined and organ- 
ized. I will be doing this during November from 
about the 2nd to the 2Zlst. I will try to have the 
Dec. issue in the printers hands before I go or at 
least most of it. Probably the tail end will be held 
up so I can tell you about the experience in the VV 
column of that issue. This will make it come out 
about Dec, 15 so dont fret. Lucienne is going to try 
to keep things rolling while I'm away but she wont be 
as used to things as I am nor able to spend as many 
hours at it so there will be delays in filling orders. 
We will both appreciate your patience during this 
period but I simply have to get away from it all after 
the ordeal of this past year. I hope you understand. 


VII. BACK ISSUES AGAIN: I know I'm always harping 
on this but I noticed tonite that there are only 25 
more copies of TVia #12 which was Susanna's cover 
story and not many more of some of the other early 
ones, Sure as I'm alive in spite of my urgings there 
are going to be orders for these when they are all 
gone, AND THEY WILL NOT BE REPRINTED, so if you want 
as complete a library as is available better hop to 
it. Back issues - 6 for $20. 


"But, Billy, your 
mother's only try- 
‘ing to help. Now 
you MUST study this 
chapter on make-up." 


...-who can blame him? 


Person to Persou 


FPE OR CONTACT MEMBERS ONLY 


NOTICE: Use of the "Person to Person" column is lim- 
ited to FPE members and to those who have filled out 

a personal information form. This will be sent on 
request after reader has received 5 issues of TRANS- 
VESTIA. Address all answers to ads appearing here to: 
"CONTACT" 1407 So. Highland Ave. Los Angeles 19, Calif. 
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38-G-4 TV in early 50s, lawyer. Would enjoy corres- 
ponding and meeting others, all letters will 


be answered, please write. JUNE 38-G-4 
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INFORMATION SHEET 


So many letters are received asking about this 
or that piece of merchandise offered through Chevalier 
Publications that since there is not time enough to 
answer these personally a "Merchandise Information 
Sheet" has been prepared, This describes the various 
items in some detail so that you will know what you 
are ordering. If you are interested in any of the 
non-printed items we offer please ask for this sheet. 
There is no charge, 

There was a time about a year ago when the stock 
on TV TALES ran out. During this time orders for the 
exhausted issues were moved up to #4, However TALES 
1,2, and 3 were reprinted and are available. So any 
that did not get these early tales originally can now 
place orders for them, 

Double Switch is also temporarily out of print. 
but is being re-printed at the present time so there 
may be a little delay in getting this item to you too, 

The wives book is still out of print but I am 


working on it as I can. 


PRICE LIST 


"TRANSVESTIA"...A magazine written by, for and about 
men with a "Feeling for the Feminine". Published six 
times a year in even numbered months. Per issue $4 


"CLIPSHEET"...News of transvestism and impersonation 

around the world. Clippings sent in by readers repro- 

duced for scrap books. Published four times ger year 
Single copies $1.50, 4 for $5 

"TV-TALES OF FEMME FICTION'...16 page short stories 

with transvestic themes. Published irregularly but 

about 4 times per year. Single copies $1.50, 4 for $5 

SEPARATE BOOKS 


"THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE"...A discussion from 
both points of view. Includes many letters from under- 
standing wives. Written simply, fairly and directly 
to help wives, parents, others to understand $3 
"FATED FOR FEMININITY"...Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be cheer leader but ended up 
as school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and event- 
ually bride of another pretty girl. 90 pgs. illus $5 
"T AM A MALE ACTRESS"...,Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries 
female star, they live as sisters. 100 pgs. illus $5 
"THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STORIES,...A collec- 
tion of five short stories involving transvestism 

77 pgs. illus. $5 
"CARNIVAL"...A long novel about a boy brought up as 
a girl and her life in a carnival 96 pgs. illus. $5 
"DOUBLE SWITCH"...The head mathematicion was a man but 
not a male. The girl who programmed computors was not, 
Neither knew tne others story but they found out and 
found happiness. 42 pgs. illus. $@ 


"REVERSE SEX"...Complete and authorized autobiography 
of the famous COCCINELLE of Paris.120 pgs. of story 
64 pages of pictures dressed and undressed to show her 
remarkable conversion. Imported from England $4 


® 


“TALES FROM: PINK MIRROR"...This book was not pub- 
lished by Chevalier but is available to readers, It 
is a long story, profusely illustrated about a boy's 
conversion to a girl in a special school $4 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES 
Back issues of TRANSVESTIA (except Nos. 1,2,4,6,7,8) 
are available. Every issue is new until you've read 
it. Many wonderful stories, articles pictures are in 
these issues. Reduced rate of 6 issues for $20 


Back issues of CLIPSHEET and of FEMMEMIRROR (Now dis- 
continued but about 30 issues available. It was a 
15 page monthly newsletter). Can be mixed, 6 for 3) 


MERCHANDISE 
SPECIAL BRA...Has inflatable polyvinyl inserts. These 
are removalbe, can be worn in any other bra $5 


JELLY KIT...Ingredients and instructions for making 
a special jelly to fill inserts. Gives natural flow, 
softness, weight and bounce of normal breasts, S5) 


"PHANTOM PHANNY"...Foam plastic pads sewn into pink 
rayon covering. Shaped and tapered to enlarge derriere 
to more feminine contours. Wear under your girdle $5 


"PRETTI PANTIES"...If you like wearing feminine things 
under pants these are a must. Nylon, lace trimmed, 
pink ribbon threaded thru lace and bows. AND they 
have a fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and 
practical Size large, medium; color blk.white $4 


WIGS...We do not stock wigs but have made arrangements 
to supply high quality wigs at less than going prices. 
Oriental human hair mach. made reg. pr.$150 ours $85 
European human hair mach. made reg. pr.$225 ours $150 
Oriental human hair hand tied reg. pr.$235 ours $165 
European (Spanish) human hair hand tied, best quality 
available reg. pr.$350 ours $250 
50% deposit with order, balance prior to shipping. 
Order all items above directly from 
CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS, BOX 36091 LOS ANGELES 36, CALIF 


Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by 
its readers, Fiction, articles, case histories, poems, pictures-- 
all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for pub- 
lication on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at 
the rate of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor 
must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suita- 
bility and payment will therefore be made on the basis of the 
final printed page. No payment will be made for material less 
than 2/3 of a page which will count as one page. Payment will 
be made after material appears in print. Manuscripts will not be 
bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore 
not be submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole 
judge of suitability and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material 
when it is deemed to be in the best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the 
careless, thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to 
limit the correspondence service to those who have been on the 
subscription list for a time and who have been screened. If you 
wish to use this service ask for the personal information form. 
Return it with the $5 registration fee. If accepted this $5 be- 
comes advance payment for ads ($2) or answers ($1) at regular 
rates. Members of Phi Pi Epsilon need no further application 
and may use the service by paying the regular rates. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted. 
Ask for rates. 


© Copyright 1966 by CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
Box 36091 - Los Angeles 36, California 
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